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 Chapter 41: Encounter - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Des dropped her sheet and lept at the demoness, her claws appearing so quickly from her storage that no normal person could’ve reacted. But she stopped in mid-air as if she was caught by some unseen force. 
 
    The demoness had hardly moved, she’d only raised a finger as she sipped on the drink I’d poured for her. “She’s light and quick on her feet.” 
 
    I tried to move but I was locked in place, much like Des was. I couldn’t even open my mouth to speak as the demoness rose and examined Des. 
 
    “Hmm,” she said as she gently ran a long pointed fingernail along Des’ throat. “I’ve never seen someone so damaged by status afflictions. Her mana-veins are just huge hollowed-out tubes but she’ll eventually generate enough mana to fill them, well, if she lives a hundred years or so.” 
 
    I tried to speak through harsh breaths as my body shook, struggling against her stasis spell or whatever this was. But I was helpless, I tried to use unbind but… 
 
    A golden light surged through the room with a thrumming sound as Lain suddenly sat up. 
 
    The demon held a finger out to her but it did nothing at first. But just as Lain readied a holy javelin, she stopped as if frozen in time and the demoness began to sweat. 
 
    “I’ll take my leave for now. I really didn’t want our first meeting to be like this. I don’t want to die! I don’t want to be the Demonic Empress, so why do we always have to do this?” 
 
    The second she turned to leave was the second I used Unbind. I was already fighting against her power so when she stopped focusing, it was over. 
 
    But, she didn’t kill me or hurt Des or Lain when she could’ve, so I just grabbed her and held in my hand, thankful that the room we were given was huge enough and the ceiling was brittle enough that no one was hurt by my transformation. 
 
    “Let me go!” The demoness screamed. “I don’t want to do this!” 
 
    “Relax and let them go,” I said in a demonic voice. 
 
    She clenched her teeth, showing me her fangs as she raised both arms at me, her spell failing her. “I don’t want to die! I just—” 
 
    I wiped her tears with my claw, being as careful as possible not to cut her. “I don’t want it either, I could give half a shit about being the Demonic Emperor! I’m not here for that, I just want to cure my curse and find a nice place to settle down with these women here.” 
 
    Her pinkish-purple eyes met mine and I could tell that she’d been through her own ordeals. I thought it was strange because the human kingdom had always said that the new batch of candidates came from the old generals but I never saw her before. Supposedly, I should know some of these candidates and there was one general I spared by using charm but that one was a woman that stood a good three feet taller than me and— 
 
    “Shtulls…” The Demoness said, her lip quivering. 
 
    Ah, shit. 
 
    I returned to my normal form and she fell into my arms, her whole body shaking as she sobbed. 
 
    “Des, Lain, this is Merlighatia The Dreadfull, former general of the Demonic Empire and a former lover, if only once.” I pulled out like a gentleman, dammit! 
 
    I finally recognized her, even though she’d evolved into a higher demonic being. Her eyes were the same color and she made the same expressions. And just like before, I still felt no hostility from her. She’d been one of the ones I was able to spare in the later part of the war. Though the her, then, was a little more primitive. Something closer to a normal demon or just a few steps smarter than a beast. 
 
    Looking at her now, she’d definitely been through a similar evolution as my unbound form. Which meant she’d eaten at least a few candidates and likely had her own unbound form now. 
 
    I let her cry as I held my hand out to Lain and Des. Seconds later the room was flooded by Dragonewts and Des shrieked, quickly picking up her sheets as Lain moved topless to shove them all out. 
 
    These lizardkin will never know how lucky they are to see such a beautiful sight, but I couldn’t focus on Lain’s beauty just yet. I had a sobbing Demoness in my embrace and she was spilling her demonic essence in such great waves that… 
 
    I had an ah-ha moment. So that’s how it works! 
 
    Demons and Devils had mana but they also had demonic essence. The two were usually merged and stacked together for spells and skills but I didn’t have mana anymore. So then, all my spells and everything else I can use in my demonic form must come from my essence alone!  
 
    Could this help Des somehow? 
 
    I ran my hand down through Merli’s soft hair, down to her muscular back, her narrow waist and I finally stopped at her ample hips. She had the same form now as before, minus the wings and height though her skin was still several times hotter than a normal woman’s. I won’t say something as dumb as ‘I’m not attracted to her just because I have Lain’. Afterall, other than Helena and Lain, she was the only other woman that could take all of me and still smile. 
 
    But she was just a demon...a person that was little more than— 
 
    “Shtulls...can’t we avoid this fight. I don’t want to eat you and I never wanted to fight you in the first place.” 
 
    “We don’t have to fight,” I said as Des’ eyes bulged and Lain sighed. “She’s alright, put away your weapons.” 
 
    Des begrudgingly put away her claws as Lain grinned slightly, still drunk. 
 
    Des began to dress but Merli stopped her. “Please wait, I think I can help you. We seem to share a few attunements, so maybe…” 
 
    Des’ glare was something so ominous that I saw the spectre of the last demonic emperor behind her. 
 
    “Just trust her, she appraised you instantly and I discovered something. Maybe Merli has a new way to cycle.” 
 
    I could tell from Des’ eyes that she had plenty to say about this situation, none of it good, but healing her was a high priority of mine and not just physically. We’d done that already thanks to Lain’s holy mana but we were still a long way away from fixing her mana problem. Maybe by giving her demonic essence, she could regain some strength. 
 
    Des sat by Lain who’d already passed out again, sensing that everything was fine through our blood pact. But Des didn’t relax even though I knew how tired she was, she just covered herself and Lian as she listened to Merli and I speak. 
 
    Merli had a lot to say about many things. Her squad from back when I was still the hero was composed of female demons. Not for superficial reasons but because Marli had saved them. Marli in her previous form was a cut above most other demons, physically, intellectually and by demonic essence alone. 
 
    She’d saved many women from the forced breeding practises that were common further inland and made a squad out of them. This happened enough that she was finally recognized as a general. Then I tore through; I’d offered a dual like she was used to. Then I charmed her and bred her on the field where open combat should’ve happened. After that, she and her legion retreated as I moved on.  
 
    Fast-forward to after I killed the Demonic Emperor. Her troupe was disbanded and she tried to return home. Unsurprisingly, she was greeted by a large number of suitors all trying to force their loins upon her to breed better offspring. She was not willing so she killed them as was demon custom but unlike before, her soul level rose beyond her earlier limits. Her body had become stronger and killing these men had forced an evolution.  
 
    Humans have classes and jobs, demons have evolutions. She evolved into a higher demon, then into a demoness. Looking back, she theorized that it was because she was exposed to my massive mana pool for a long period of time. 
 
    I couldn’t argue, because I didn’t know. Human and demon couplings rarely led to offspring, that was all I knew. I did know that I was pouring my mana into her as I would with a succubus just to be safe. So maybe that somehow became her catalyst to— 
 
    The door burst open again as the formerly confused dragonewts had assembled with a purpose. Rather than confused guards and hapless Inn employees, what welcomed us were the cream of the crop. Scarred warriors thick with muscle and brimming with primitive mana. 
 
    Their eyes fixed on Merli as they readied their breath spells and weapons. 
 
    My heart was set to die to defend this place and these women from area effect spells. So I lept into action! 
 
    “Look, It’s a hamburger!” I said as I did a trick with my genitalia. “Nunchucks! Does anyone want to see a poodle?” Please god, don’t make me do that! 
 
    Most of them lost their will to fight in their confusion and canceled their spells as their jaws clamped shut. All except for the first one in, the largest by far. Though their eyes gazed below my waist, they never stopped charging their breath. 
 
    I kissed them, my lips burning from their pent up fire mana as I slid my hands under their armor. 
 
    ...Before this, I had no way of knowing what gender a dragonewt was other than by what clothing they prefered but my curse took advantage of an old memory I had with Oblex and I found the answer quickly. 
 
    I barely caressed her and she fainted. Seconds before, she’d looked like a dangerous warrior but now she was a blushing maiden. 
 
    I felt a tinge of guilt in my heart as I held the dragonewt up in a tender embrace as the rest looked on. 
 
    “Who did this to you!?” I shouted, “Nooo! Yuria!!” 
 
    Now there wasn’t even a single warrior who held their weapon high. They all just began to back away slowly. 
 
    “Was it you!? How could you? Hammish, you were my best friend. Don’t you remember that promise we swore under the old oak tree? But you stole her lips from me because of our rivalry… Even after my father adopted you… HAMMISH!!! I’ll never forgive you!” 
 
    I laid ‘Yuria’ down softly as I grabbed ‘Hammish’s’ claws. “We swore that no matter what, we’d protect her, BUT LOOK AT HER!” 
 
    ‘Hammish’ tried to look away but I grabbed his snout. “Look at what our rivalry has done to her… She didn’t deserve this. She was innocent...” I hugged the dragonewt, tears filling my eyes. “She was INNOCENT!” 
 
    Now everyone’s gaze was fixed on ‘Hammish’, some of them tearful or as close to tearful as a lizard-kin can be. 
 
    Being carried away with the situation, he began to shake in my arms as he opened his mouth, trying to bite off his fingers to make amends. 
 
    “Stop!! Yuria wouldn’t have wanted us to fight. She loved us both, and all I want is for her to be happy.” I turned and with no small effort, picked up ‘Yuria’ and handed her to ‘Hammish’. “Take her. The two of you deserve to be happy together! I know I’ve failed her enough...” I patted him on the shoulder as I stared into his watery eyes. “I’ll support you, like I should have from the beginning.” 
 
    I turned my back, wiping a tear from my eye. “I love you both, please give her the life I never could…” 
 
    Hammish took Yuria in his arms as the rest sniffled and as they left, there was a small applause from the hallway. 
 
    The holy hell did I just do!? 
 
    Merli sealed the doors with her spell and Des, still blubbering at my performance, did her best to drag Lain over to me. 
 
    I shook, fighting my urges as I… Began hands free clapping...  
 
    Luckily, Lain, as if sensing I was near, latched onto me and my curse subsided for a moment. I lay down on top of her and kissed her for several long seconds then it was time to go. 
 
    Dragonewts have almost no concept of humanic behaviors; meaning they don’t understand dishonesty or drama. That was the sole reason this worked. 
 
    I used unbind one time too many and felt the consequences as I punched through the floorboards and grabbed a very confused Paz. Then I used my dark spell, which was just a big cloud of miasma and flew off towards that first hill with everyone on my back. 
 
    After we landed, I couldn’t cancel unbind but I also couldn’t walk right. I still don’t understand this ‘ability’ so is it that it takes a toll on my normal body or does my normal body take a toll on it? 
 
    We crawled deeper into the cave. Hopefully far enough that we wouldn’t be found for a while, then I found a nice spot and… I passed out. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 42: De-rea-ranged - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Unlike most days, there was nothing sweet or sexy about waking up today. Everyone was resting against me but in the background I could hear the Dragonewt scouts getting closer. 
 
    I returned to my normal form and shook Marli awake as I held Lain. 
 
    “We need to come up with a plan! How the hell did you even get here?” 
 
    Marli shapeshifted into a dragonewt as she replied. “I can change my form and the state of—” 
 
    “Right, listen here. After what happened yesterday, I think I know how to get out of this. Is your ability limited to similarly sized beings or can you be anything?” 
 
    “It has to be something similar to my form or bigger.” 
 
    “Shit! Hold on, let me think…” 
 
    “...” 
 
    Lain moaned as she yawned and I embraced her, my heart fluttering even in this situation. Lain is life; Lain is love. 
 
    “Right,” I said, kissing Lain softly. “We’ll fake it, the whole damned thing. We’ll put on a play and when I’ve defeated you, you’ll take on the form of a dragonewt female and I’ll say you’re my girl now. Then we should’ve satisfied their expectations and hopefully Rex will get us the hell out of here.” 
 
    “Mmm, Shtulls?” Lain said, smiling at me as she gently hugged me. “Smooches?” 
 
    I kissed her, gently at first then as she parted her delicate lips we began to— 
 
    Merli cleared her throat to interrupt us and I shot her a murderous glare. Then after a moment I regained myself. A double blood contract… I think Lain and I are in uncharted territory now. 
 
    It took me less than a minute to explain things to Lain and then it was show time. 
 
    Merli hugged me one last time as she looked into my eyes. This play was entirely a matter of trust and we had no reason to trust each other. Merli had always been a demon and I was a former hero. If she suddenly fought to kill me while I was only acting, then she could. Actually she should. Because of me, her life went to ruin. So what, we screwed, to demons that means nothing. 
 
    Still, I wanted to have faith in her. I didn’t kill her when I could’ve and she returned the favor. A fragment of some vague memory shot through me. 
 
    In the future I saw, Merli wasn’t there. Did I kill her or was it some other candidate? 
 
    We didn’t have time to second guess each other as the scouts were already too close for comfort. We could just kill them but I liked these people. Honesty had long fallen out of fashion for humans and demis but dragonewts were honest to a fault. I wanted to protect them and preserve their culture. 
 
    I doubted Merli cared but she’d lived among them for who knows how long as she took advantage of their hidden society to avoid other candidates. 
 
    I felt a certain pity as well as a strong sense of kinship for her. I’d done much the same, but my choice was definitely worse. A dungeon is no place to live… Lain showed me that. 
 
    People need other people or they go insane but can I really call myself or my decisions in the past half year sane? No… And I can't blame the curse for that.  
 
    “Merli, take your demonic form and say a few lines!” 
 
    She leaned in and we almost kissed as she shed a few silent tears. “Then...I’m off…” 
 
    Her body shifted and she became the exact image of the demon from the mural. Then she floated up and yelled words that promised genocide and destrustion as she used a level one smoke spell on our dragonewt persuers. 
 
    I kissed Lain, then Des one last time. If I was ever going to die, then today was the day and I wanted them to know that I loved them. 
 
    “Wait!” Lain said, digging her nails into my arm. “Don’t you dare give up. If she betrays you, then you still need to live!” 
 
    I smoothed her hair down as I held her tight. “Can you feel what I feel?” 
 
    She kissed my shoulder. “Of course but this time, you don’t have to be the hero. You can be selfish for me! Pull it out!” 
 
    “Er, we don’t have time for—” 
 
    “Shan’s shield! Just trust me.” 
 
    I handed her Shan’s shield as I used unbind. She tugged on my ring finger, then placed the shield on it as if it were a wedding ring. I knew most of what Shan’s enchantment was but only Shan could fully understand what he created. 
 
    Still, I smiled at Lain’s sentiment. That one simple act said more than words ever could. Now, my life wasn’t my own anymore. I’d won a damned war for a wife that never intended to stay with me. So what would I do for a being so pure and dedicated as Lain? The world itself wouldn’t be enough. Dying before her would be an insult to what she meant for me and even imagining her crying face filled me with sadness beyond words.  
 
    “I understand, If it comes to me or her, then I’ll pick us. You and me, that’s all that ever mattered to me. Is it really okay to be this selfish?” 
 
    She closed her eyes as a tear escaped. “That’s still not selfish, Shtulls. I love you and I’ll haunt your soul if you die!” 
 
    “Me too!” Des said, still groggy. “Show me the mask from that time.” 
 
    I took it from my inventory and she forced it on my other hand as another ring. “I know what this mask is.” She said with a certainty that made me flinch. “Use it!” 
 
    By now, Merli was already agitating the scouts by casting miner slows on them. I nodded to Lain and Des before I took to the air and met Merli in mock combat. 
 
    We were careful not to destroy any buildings as we tossed and turned through the air, avoiding the cavern ceiling. 
 
    We used the showiest of abilities while avoiding any serious hits. 
 
    The people gathered to watch us and I saw Rex on a faroff hill with someone who was likely the chief. 
 
    I felt bad for destroying the inn but this was already a matter of life and death. Marli wasn’t using any of her demonic abilities or magic, instead she and I ‘fought’ above everyone and when the critical moment came, I successfully drove my claw through her...armpit. We fell together, colliding with far off hills in a clash of dust. 
 
    “Okay!” I said, “hurry up and change forms!” 
 
    Marli smiled up at me as she took my face in her sharp talons. “I can’t… Kill me, Shtulls. There’s no place for someone like me in the future. I can’t fight and...I can’t change.” 
 
    “The hell you can’t. You showed me earlier!” 
 
    “It’s limited to once per day. I’m sorry, just kill me!” 
 
    My rage began a game of hide and seek with my curse and Lain was nowhere to be seen, so I took Merli in my arms and dove deeper into caverns. I expelled a plume of darkness and provided my own sound effects as we ‘fought’. 
 
    “I killed it, finally the noble dragonfolk are free from your meddling! I shall now commit your corpse to, uh, dust? This is for Hammish!” 
 
    “Ah!” She called out, taking my lead. 
 
    “And this is for the pure, sweet, Yuria!” 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Die now beast and never trouble this place again with your extremely poisonous miasma that will last for several days!” 
 
    “Oh...Oh no!!!” 
 
    I left the cave and raised my arms in victory as the crowd of onlookers cheered. 
 
    “It is done, she will trouble you longer!” 
 
    Now I just need to return here tomorrow and— 
 
    “Focus, let us collapse the cave and ensure that the demon's miasma never escapes to poison us!” 
 
    Shit! 
 
    “No need, I will guard its body until the miasma dissipates. You have my word oh noble warriors!” 
 
    Without missing a beat, I quickly walked back into the cave and...they collapsed it anyway… 
 
    “HAMMISH!!” 
 
    It was only because of Shan’s buckler that I wasn’t hurt as the cave entrance exploded and pelted me with debris. A breath attack from that many dragonewts could’ve killed me outright even in my demonic form. 
 
    Using my mask, I could probably hollow out a hole small enough for my human form to crawl out of but I have no doubt these serius folke would post a guard. Then there was Merli; if I suddenly pulled a dragonewt woman out with me a day later then it would definitely raise some eyebrows. 
 
    I pounded the walls and screamed in frustration. What a folly this whole trip had been. 
 
    After venting my frustrations for a while, I sat down next to Merli. We were both still in our demonic forms so, yeah, it was strange. 
 
    “You have four arms and four eyes,” she said, trying to make conversation. 
 
    I was fighting with my curse so I kept quiet. Earlier, I believed that my demonic form was unaffected by my curse but whatever had happened since then told me that wasn’t entirely true. 
 
    “Hey…” She started with a far off expression. “Do I look hideous to you, in this form?” 
 
    My head turned sharply, cracking my neck as I forcefully looked her over. 
 
    Long slender legs, ample hips and even though her chitin covers her breasts I can see her form. Her face, though lacking any semblance of humanity is still beautiful in its own way. 
 
    I punched myself to regain clarity as I focused on the situation I was in. 
 
    “I see nothing wrong with you.” I finally said with a sigh. 
 
    “But...you really did devour another candidate, didn’t you?” She asked, scooting away to look at me. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    We sat there in complete silence as I tried to come up with a plan to get us out of here but now, even my human form was compromised. I’m guessing that the play I put on had labeled me a liar and now I couldn’t show my face in this place again. 
 
    “Then…” She began, far too timidly for the demoness I remembered her as. “Why didn’t you kill me?” 
 
    “Why would I do—” 
 
    “Then and now? Why!?” 
 
    “I just—” 
 
    “You’re a human, I'm a demon, it should’ve been… You should’ve killed me then, before I lost everything.” 
 
    I looked at her stupidly serious expression and burst out in laughter. 
 
    “Do I look human to you?” I said as I got over my laughing fit. “No, I was always a mutt. Pureblooded humans hated the fact that I’d won over their champions, doubly so for pureblooded outworlders because I was neither. No one knows what my races are but I’ve seen the spectres of my so-called parents now. One was the former demonic emperor and the other is an undead woman with soft hands and a caring embrace. Do you know what I felt when I fought you?” 
 
    “No...I can’t even imagine what it’s like to be human. To have parents, to go to school to—” 
 
    “I’ll stop you there, I had none of that. Though the sisters at the orphanage were good to me… When I talked about meeting my parents, that was recent, as in, the past two months. I know you’re a lowborne demon but have you ever visited any of the orphanages in the border towns?” 
 
    “I’m, er, was a pureblooded lower-abomination. That was my designation until I gained intelligence and self awareness after evolving. Then our...we happened and I lost it all. So, I’ve never really seen much more than the spawning pits, rutting realms and the battlefields of the war.” 
 
    I took a moment to take in everything she’d said. I couldn’t imagine being born into the spawning pits. I still knew very little about pureblooded demons, less even about their inner workings. But my seven-foot demonic cook had told me stories about this and that. 
 
    The spawning pits were not a place to nurture growth, they were a proving ground. A place where children were tossed into a pit without food or water and only those strong enough to crawl out were allowed to live. It was a good thing she didn’t remember it. It’s likely that she never met her parents either. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said after a long pause. “We both seemed to have some assumptions.” 
 
    She relaxed and leaned back against the cool cave wall. 
 
    I yawned and she yawned soon after me. “We’ll pick this up again tomorrow.” I said as I crossed all four of my arms and closed my eyes. 
 
    I fell into a light slumber, only to be awakened suddenly as something cold touched me, it was Merli. 
 
    I guess I take my fur for granted.  
 
    I hugged her and she eventually stopped shivering. Really!? She’s supposed to be my equal? 
 
    When I awoke, Merli was plastered to my side, still shivering every now and then. I remembered the proud demonic warrior of a woman I’d ‘conquered’ and felt a tinge of regret. That warrior woman wasn’t just a nameless demon, she had her own life before and after me and I’d done nothing to make it better. Sure, that’s the norm in demon society but I was wrong. I’d been a real bastard to her. 
 
    I gently shook her until she suddenly pulled back, freeing herself from my embrace as she retreated to the opposite corner of the room. 
 
    “Good to see you too,” I joked. “Is my morning breath really that bad?” 
 
    She shivered alone for a while before she swallowed her pride and cuddled against me again. “I’m sorry, I—” 
 
    “No worries, can you cancel your demonic form yet?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think I can...let me try.” 
 
    She returned to her smaller, more feminine form and I followed. Now that we were smaller, we had more options. 
 
    “I know you have some wind-based attacks, can you feel the flow of this place?” 
 
    “Give me a moment, I’m horrible at sensory magic but I can still feel a flow. There might be an exit if we go deeper!” 
 
    I put on my cursed mask. “I don’t necessarily need the exit, but getting you outta here is a top priority of mine. AAAAEARRGGHH!!!” 
 
    “I...understand. Back out into the world, huh…?” 
 
    While wearing this mask, I was able to see in the darkness of the cave. I could also make small changes to it and set traps. 
 
    This thing acts just like a baby dungeon core so it’s possible that it’ll grow in power over time. It also keeps my curse in check by constantly draining my mana, though not as well as Lain. 
 
    As we walked through the cave, I checked Shan’s buckler. It seems that a portion of Shan’s carvings had been destroyed. He must’ve made it with a critical failsafe; some intricate thing that only he understands. 
 
    Damn, that boy’s going to grow into a first-rate enchanter some day! I laughed to myself as Merli looked back at me, tilting her head. Aundre’s probably overwhelmed now with enchanted farm equipment. Legendary Hoe +5! Hmm, why did I just picture Helena? 
 
    “Shtulls...can we take a break?” 
 
    “Oh, tired already? The Merli I remember was—” I stopped as she slumped against the wall, her face anything but optimistic. 
 
    I sat by her but gave her space. Much like the enchantress earlier I was well aware of Merli’s charms but at the same time, I knew what joy a true connection to a person could bring. Lain and I were connected on every possible level and we were obsessed with each other. Des as well; she’d proven to us both how sincere she was about us. Merli… For her I only feel a sense of guilt and obligation. 
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to make it…” She said after a long pause. “I’m tired of it, Shtulls. The constant fighting, the loss of life. The fact that if I have children…” 
 
    I lightly punched her arm. “Where is that strong demon, frothing with rage and filled with pride? The one that I saw back then. She was never meant to be beautiful but she was. An accident of natural selection that by her very existence had swayed others to follow her. Isn’t she here with me now?” 
 
    Merli shook her head. “No, she died after evolving. When I gained more intelligence I lost something. Once you truly see how things work; you see your possibilities and your lack of options.” She leaned against me. “I won’t make it, Shtulls. I don’t have the confidence of youth anymore.” 
 
    We sat there for a while. I’ve never been very good at pep talks and I couldn’t deny what she was saying. I was in a similar place to her, I just had other priorities. 
 
    I listened to her sobbing quietly beside me as my mind swirled, fighting with conflicting memories of a future that wasn’t and a past that was. She was a fighting-class demon and just as I said, they’re not supposed to be attractive. They’re usually just muscle-brained overly grotesque monstrosities that only know blood, guts and murder. 
 
    That’s why I still have such a fond memory of the time we had sex. The glorious feeling of conquering such a powerful being and tasting the forbidden fruit that was demon-human coupling. Now, I had to deal with the aftermath. 
 
    This version of Merli had lost all her people and fought hard enough to evolve into a demoness (a high-class demonic form). But I could tell she was tired of it now. There are no respites in the demonic empire. You’re constantly watching your back and doubting every shadow, fearing it hides an assassin gunning to take your place. 
 
    I sighed as I ruffled her hair. “Then Joi—” 
 
    “Devour me… If it’s you then I’ll be okay with it.” 
 
    I remembered my disjointed mauling of the dark-fire demon. There was a lot of blood and the tangy metallic taste still lingered in my mouth as my teeth still felt the tough strands of muscle and hard clumps of bone that I gnawed through. How could I ever do that to her? To literally eat her. 
 
    “Ow...Shtulls!” 
 
    “Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to squeeze you.” 
 
    While I was considering things, I’d apparently had Merli in a deathgrip. I don’t want to eat her and I don’t want to fight another demon someday who has her powers. Knowing that someone ripped her apart and feasted on her as she died in agony… I couldn’t live with that. 
 
    With a heavy sigh, I took her hand and pulled her to her feet. “Then come with me. I’m not as powerful as I once was but Lain is a better caster than I ever was and Des’ intelligence would give Oblex a run for his coin. There’s also Paz, he...well he eats mostly but you can ride him.” 
 
    “I can’t, I’m—” 
 
    “Blah blah blah, I’m the bloody former hero, galavanting through the Demonic Empire. Do you really think you’re more noticeable than me? Sure you might die, but it won’t be alone.” 
 
    I know a lot about loneliness now. 
 
    She opened her mouth to say something but as her brows knit together her words died in her throat. The only confirmation I needed was the way she squeezed my hand. 
 
    I would make up for my past self. I would treat this demoness well and hopefully we’ll see our way through this with everyone else. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 43: You Gotta Have Faith - Lain 
 
      
 
    Shtulls had told me his plan. I know I’m not the smartest person but I understood him through our blood pact. His emotions were always pure and sincere but I felt a tinge of doubt. He knew that he might die. That’s why I said what I said. 
 
    Shtulls was woefully unaware of his selflessness. It’s something Des and I had discussed often. Back on my farm; when Shtulls had a plate of the best meat, he gave it all away to each of us, even when it was his favorite. Then when he saw us upset, he gave more until he was left with nothing. 
 
    That’s who he is even though he doesn’t realize it. And that was what worried us now. If this Merli had tried to kill him, I didn’t want him to just give in. That’s why I made him equip Shan’s buckler. 
 
    Shtulls had won over my entire family and Shan who never spoke much to us had opened up to Shtulls and spoke happily about enchanting. 
 
    We watched Shtulls and Merli flying around ‘fighting’ but Des and I had seen him in his unbound form, actually fighting, and this was a far cry from that. I was too drunk last night to know what happened but Des filled me in as we ran towards where Shtulls landed. 
 
    The whole city had been watching with us and as I saw the dragonewt guards fly off, I felt uncertainty welling up inside me. 
 
    “This is bad,” Des said as she rode Paz. “I know you only remember bits and pieces from last night but Shtulls’ curse took over and he destroyed the inn we were staying at.” 
 
    “But,” I panted as I ran to keep up with them. “Wouldn't they blame Merli?” 
 
    “No, he…” 
 
    Apparently Shtulls had put on a play using the dragonewt guards. It was probably a good one as Des wiped a tear from her cheek as she retold it but judging from her book collection, I doubted it. Well at least now I’m not the only one who— 
 
    There was a massive explosion that rocked the cavern and when we finally arrived at where Shtulls fell, there was only rubble and dust.  
 
    Rex landed beside us as we watched the guards disperse. They left a handful of people to guard the rubble and I clenched my fists. 
 
    I grabbed Rex and shook him. “What did they do? Where’s Shtulls!?” 
 
    “He’s,” Rex tried to speak, his long neck thrashing about as I shook him. “Fine! Please stop! I…” 
 
    A new dragonewt flew over and I turned my attention to him. I could kill every citizen of this place if it were to save my man and somehow this guy seemed to know it. 
 
    “Please relax, here, this is our native candy.” 
 
    I tossed Rex on the ground and slapped the offering away. Paz ate it and seemed to be fine. 
 
    “Why should we trust you?” Des said, after slipping behind him and putting her claws to his throat. 
 
    The man didn’t flinch even as the metal of Des’ claws scraped on his scales. “Because this has all been foretold.” He gestured to Rex and Rex stood again. 
 
    “The green demon would destroy us! By her presence alone, she’d attract others. The white beast would come if invited and take her away. I found the white beast in the place I was told to look and I brought him here. That was my role, originally.” 
 
    “Originally?” Des asked, lowering her claws. 
 
    She and Shtulls had been through a lot in the last town. He didn’t include me but I knew it was to spare me from whatever it was they were doing. 
 
    I still remember Shtulls’ sleeping face as he twitched. He never slept well, all he ever had were nightmares and he always held me so tightly. He pressed his face to my chest and I’d hold him until he finally stopped struggling. 
 
    This is the man these people had used. Shtulls was mine! They had no right to use him! 
 
    “So as…” 
 
    Both Rex and the Chief stopped as I let my mana flow freely. The chief quickly turned to Rex who fell back, his eyes white as they rolled back into his skull. 
 
    Suddenly the Chief’s confidence vanished as he bit off two of his fingers and spit them at me. 
 
    “That’s not enough! Where’s Shtulls?” 
 
    He raised his other hand but Des stopped him. 
 
    “I-I’m sorry,” the chief said in a panic, “we don’t understand your customs. Was that man—” 
 
    “He’s my husband! You had no right to use him and I will level this place if—” 
 
    Rex grabbed my leg, pleading as he looked up at me. “They are fine, please don’t hate us. The green demon would’ve destroyed us if it weren’t for Shtulls! Please, I beg of you, most of us are just humble villagers. We don’t want to fight or kill. We only want to live our lives, free of outsiders.” 
 
    After hearing our commotion a few of the ones left to guard the rubble flew up to us and bowed after seeing their chief. 
 
    The chief showed that he deserved his title as he acted calm, even with a bloodthirsty Des pressing her claws to his spine. 
 
    “What happened here?” He demanded. 
 
    “The demons fought and the white one spoke about a poison miasma, so we sealed them inside the old mine to prevent it from spreading.” 
 
    I looked down at the smoking rubble and clenched my teeth. I couldn’t even tell it was a mine. Now it was just a pile of hot rocks. 
 
    There was a resounding smack as the chief easily overpowered Des and slapped the guard. “I told you to let that man be and protect him as if he were one of our own! You’ve undone everything, bow and present an offering!” 
 
    “No! Yuria—I mean, the captain didn’t make this decision.” Another guard, slightly smaller in stature said as he stepped between them. 
 
    Without a moment’s hesitation he placed his entire hand in his mouth and ripped it off before slamming his head into the hard stone ground. “The captain was still recovering, so I made the call. This is all my fault!” 
 
    The chief’s anger seemed to fade as he picked up the guard’s hand. Even Rex just stood there with his mouth open. 
 
    The chief held the hand tightly and nodded. “This means that you can no longer be a guard nor even a farmer or hunter. You’ll never wield a spear, a bow or even a hoe.” The chief paused for a second, his reptilian face showing human emotion. “Gather the rest and dig him out. I don’t know what sort of life awaits you after this but I pardon you for—” 
 
    From mana cycling with Shtulls and the twins I’d learned a new spell.  
 
    “Perfect Heal!” 
 
    “M-my hand! It’s!?” 
 
    “Ya can’t dig with just one hand, silly.” I said as I smiled at the guard. 
 
    Now that I knew the situation and saw the sincerity of these people, I understood. He was just trying to protect his mate. How could I be angry at someone for doing the same thing I would’ve done. 
 
    “H-Hammish…” Des said quietly. “You protected Yuria. Shtulls would be proud.” 
 
    “We’ll help!” I said as I helped Hammish up. “I’m pretty good at earth magic, so let’s work together, kay!” 
 
    Perfect Heal was both a sacred art and a holy spell. It took more than half my mana and I was already feeling the fatigue. I could use it one more time today but I didn’t think I’d need to. Even though we were apart for now, I could still feel Shtulls through our blood pact. If I hadn’t lost my head back there, then I would’ve known that he was okay. 
 
    Des took my hand and we walked down with the rest to clear the rubble. 
 
    I’m proud of my physical strength but some of these dragonewts were stronger than me. Yuria in particular was tossing boulders twice her size like they were bails of hay. I caught her and Hammish making eyes at each other every now and then and I didn't regret my decision to restore his hand.  
 
    The day carried on and more guards arrived to help out as the people from the village brought us food and drinks but I didn’t stop working, and seeing me, neither did the guards. 
 
    Des did her best, but after moving several small rocks she couldn’t lift her arms anymore. Paz on the other hand couldn’t do anything with the boulders but he was digging as if his life depended on it. Or actually, I think he’s enjoying it! A pupper’s gotta dig, afterall! 
 
    For everyone else’s sake, I took a break. I could feel that Shtulls was doing his best on the other side, so all I could do was have faith that everything would work out. 
 
    I ate more of their shrimp-bugs and drank their fruity drinks as Des sat by me. 
 
    “He’s okay, right?” She asked as she leaned against me, giving me the fat from the meat they gave her. 
 
    “Yeah! He’s... It feels like he’s made up his mind about something. He’s not happy but he’s determined!” 
 
    I could feel the tension vanish from Des’ body as she spoke. “Thank goodness…” 
 
    I gave her the sauteed vegetables I had left over and she ate them happily after adding some spicy sauce from her storage.  
 
    “Is that—” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s the sauce Shtulls made from the stuff we got at the stalls that first night. It was too good to throw away.” 
 
    Ahh, she’s so cute! 
 
    I rubbed her fine hair and kissed her head. 
 
    “W-what was that for?” 
 
    “For you, cutie. You said you like us both, right.” 
 
    “Yeah…” She said with a slight blush. 
 
    I’ve tried to date women in the past, hoping I wouldn’t drain them as much but it never worked out for long. But with Des, it’s different. I finally got a girlfriend! 
 
    I leaned my head on hers and fed her a few more leftover vegetables from my storage. 
 
    Sometimes she’s so cute that you just want to spoil her. Shtulls, I’m crushing hard. I need you or I may do unspeakable things to her. 
 
    Completely oblivious to the peril she was in, she continued eating happily as I put my arm around her. I carefully pulled her closer until she instinctively leaned on my shoulder. 
 
    I’d exhausted a lot of mana earlier so… 
 
    I stood up the second I began to drain her. I couldn’t hold back like a full blooded succubus, so I had to fight my urges and separate myself before I hurt her.  
 
    I didn’t want to hurt Des, she was the person I cherished most after Shtulls and there’s no way I’d ever forgive myself if I hurt her. But what do I do with all this pent up desire? My body is aching for mana and affection. 
 
    It hurts Shtulls, it hurts so damned much! I need you! 
 
    I spotted Paz as he chomped down on a large cut of meat with a bone hanging out of it. Then, he saw me. His eyes met mine and he abandoned his meal and took flight. 
 
    “Wait! Paz, I just wanted to pet you!” 
 
    “Woof! (My green feathered ass you did; you want my mana!)” 
 
    “Lain,” Rex said, lightly touching my shoulder. 
 
    I almost lost my lunch as I accidentally took in a bit of his mana. I guess I’m spoiled now. Once a succubus is bonded with a person their mana is the best. The less I like someone, the more foul it tastes to me and right now I wasn’t too fond of Rex. 
 
    “Drink this,” he finished as he thrust a wooden glass towards me. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s something like a mana potion. Though it’s undiluted and flavored with berries to take away some of the bitterness. It should help you.” 
 
    I took the glass. “Am I really that obvious?” 
 
    He sighed as he pointed his thumb behind him. The rest of the guards present were all making big eyes at me. 
 
    “We can feel mana. Most of us are channelers, so we have a strong connection to the flowing and ebbing of—” 
 
    “Kay, thanks!” 
 
    I drank the whole glass in two gulps and handed it back to him.  
 
    After that I returned to clearing the debris. Even as my sweat poured and the next group of guards relieved the last ones, I kept on going. 
 
    I could feel Shtulls getting closer, so I worked harder! He was just as tired as me and I knew he could feel that I needed him. That was why he wouldn’t stop working and neither would I! 
 
    Now there were only two familiar faces around me, Yuria and Hammish. Rex told us before that dragonewts don’t have names in the common tongue unless they’ve been named by someone. Des had told me about the play Shtulls put on that’d saved us all from unneeded bloodshed. These two were the victims of his curse but for whatever reason, it seemed like they were thankful. 
 
    Shtulls’ curse was strange; at times it seemed to have its own agenda but at other times it just seemed random. He’d told me what he thought his curse did. He said it just does whatever he thinks is the most inappropriate thing at the worst moment possible but I don’t think it’s like that. 
 
    He said his curse hurts people but so far it’s only drawn him closer to everyone. The only person he ever actually hurt with it was Des but she definitely liked it and he’d saved her from the worst situation she’s ever been in. Just like he did with me so long ago in the undead dungeon. 
 
    I’d experienced his curse first hand, right after our first blood pact and all it made me do was expose my feelings to him. Though it was in a really weird way, it felt light, happy and sexy… 
 
    Is that how he is right now, with Merli…? 
 
    Depending on how you look at it, she’s his ex and from what I do remember from last night, she was pretty. But Des didn’t seem worried about her and between the two of us, she was more jealous than I am. 
 
    So if Des doesn’t see her as a threat and I can feel his emotions through our pact...then why am I still worried. 
 
    We can almost have sex now with Des’ help and maybe with one other caster we can almost make a child. But I still can’t help how I feel. He could have a much easier life with any woman that wasn’t me. Even a full blooded succubus could feed him mana and hold back enough not to kill him but my emotions overwhelm me and I lose myself. 
 
    I want him inside me. I want all his mana, his stamina, his life force! It’s mine! I-I...don’t want to hurt him. 
 
    Shtulls… 
 
    A hand shot up through the rubble and grabbed my leg. 
 
    Suddenly, I was filled with Shtulls’ primal mana as it clawed its way through me. I fell to my knees as I held my face in rapture, trying not to come as he filled me. 
 
    “Ou..ch…” A muffled voice came from below me. “My...face!” 
 
    The ground opened up under me and he caught me, our bodies slick with sweat and stained by dirt. He raised his hideous mask and kissed me, flooding me with his essence. 
 
    “Don’t,” I said, “I’m dirty from—” 
 
    “I don’t fucking care!” He said as he pulled my hair and kissed me again. “I love you Lain and I’m so sorry I—” 
 
    I kissed him, wrapping my legs around him. “Just shut up and look pretty!” I said as I began to pull his dirty clothes off. 
 
    “But we’re not alo—” 
 
    “Pants off! Now, mister!” 
 
    He lowered his pants and his hard member pressed into my stomach. Just seeing me again had done this to him! God, I’m so damned turned on right now! 
 
    I lowered my breaches enough to let him slide between my sex and my thighs and he inhaled sharply as I pressed myself to him. 
 
    One of his hands caressed my cheek while the other cupped my breast. Then he began thrusting and my mind went numb. Feeling him, so close to me, sliding between my lips as he stared so intently into my eyes, made me want to beg for more. 
 
    Earlier I thought I might have lost him but now… I panted as I lost myself. 
 
    I arched my hips a little too much and he slid inside me. It was a moment of pure pleasure, something so sweet and unexpected that I finished and as I did, so did he. We fed off each other’s pleasure and I opened my mouth in a wordless scream as a female dragonewt grabbed Shtulls, filling him with mana as he came. 
 
    I had to pull away as the rest of his seed squirted behind me, spilling down and coating my thighs.  
 
    He held me tightly as if I was the most precious thing in the world to him as we settled down together. He gently cleared the hair from my forehead and kissed me. “I missed you too, Lain.” 
 
    I ugly cried as he held me. I missed him so much even though it hadn’t even been a day. What the hell’s wrong with m— 
 
    He’s crying too! 
 
    We’re two very messed up peas in the same fucked up pod. Love isn’t like this, I’ve felt love before. This is something far more intimate. 
 
    “For better or worse,” he said as he ran his hand down my back. “We’ll always be together.” 
 
    I stayed in his arms for a while until my rationality returned to me and I realized the situation we were in. 
 
    “I’ve been working all day, don’t I smell?” 
 
    He held me closer, sliding his hands under my top, caressing my breasts then he moved around to my back. “I love your scent, Lain. I love everything about you.” 
 
    I inhaled deeply and I understood. His muscles were slick with grime and tiny bits of rock but knowing that this smell of his came from his efforts to get to me meant that it was ours. No, it was mine! Shtulls is mine! 
 
    Mine mine mine mine, mine~! 
 
    He kissed me again. “And you are mine.” 
 
    All I could do was smile like an idiot as he wrapped me in a blanket and proudly left the tunnels, carrying me like precious cargo. 
 
    The villagers around us had been here for hours, watching me work as they took breaks and started shifts. But now, they all tilted their snouts upwards and a strangely beautiful sound came from them as they harmonized. 
 
    Yuria and Hammish bowed with tears in their eyes and no one, not a single person, stopped us as Shtulls carried me to the inn. 
 
    We went up to our destroyed room and with the strange dragonewt’s help, we became one. 
 
    It was the happiest thirteen seconds of my life! 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 44: What happened? - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    My original plan was to secretly clear a new path out of the mines but after I sensed Lain, my plan changed. Then when I felt her desperation, I began to move as fast as I could but there was only so much this mask could do. 
 
    It was basically a mini dungeon core that fed on its wearer as well as other people. As such it had no domain of its own. 
 
    Engineered dungeon cores were still in either the realm of fiction or the realm of study. This one fell between those lines and landed in reality. It was definitely engineered but not by human hands. This mask may have been the whole reason that murder hotel existed. But I didn't get any negative feelings from it. Perhaps that was only because of the life I’d led and the number of dungeon cores I’d mentored but this one didn’t seem malicious. It was content to feed on my mana and overjoyed when I caught someone in a trap. 
 
    “A gift…” Those words ran through my mind in a haze. I’d intended to go back to the Wrought Iron Tombe to finish it after we had more gear and a few more people but now I didn’t want to see that place again. 
 
    I somehow wanted to support whatever it was that was growing there. That tomb will probably evolve into a dungeon at some point. But for now, I was just happy to hold Lain in my arms again. 
 
    Though she was as strong as I once was as a hero, she was still weak in other ways. Still, this privilege belongs only to me. Only I can hold her like this, as she sleeps, breathing softly against me. When I was using the mask’s magic to hollow out a path, I locked in on Lain. I felt her desperation even though we were separated by many layers of rock. 
 
    Devotion is hard to come by, no matter who you are. Coin may buy you a woman for a while, religion may tell her to stay with you but nothing I’ve ever felt rivals what Lain and I have. 
 
    She stirred slightly in my embrace, tossing her pillow aside to lay her head on my arm. 
 
    Honestly, I was starting to feel a bit scared. I’d never felt this way for someone and I knew I’d never feel this way again. 
 
    Merli had supported us in her dragonewt form. She fed me her mana as Lain drained me. We had more than enough time together in that cave to talk about everything that bothered us along with things that were mundane for the most part. 
 
    I liked Merli, she was an honest person who’d seen many of the same atrocities that I had. Unlike Des, she wasn’t obsessed with me as lower demons didn’t really have a concept of ownership when it came to mating. The strongest male simply overpowered the females he fancied and...mating happened. But what I didn’t know back when I first met her was that she’d killed the only other male who ever tried to couple with her. 
 
    In other words, I was the only person who’d ever bred with her...and I pulled out, like an asshole. 
 
    Call it a cultural difference but I had no clue what I’d done to her. I’d basically defeated her in the most humiliating way possible then denied her the chance to have offspring. I’d basically ruined her and drove her group to destruction. 
 
    As I closed my eyes again to enjoy the next few hours, Merli’s claw touched my side. She was trying to cycle with me but what she was cycling wasn’t mana, it was demonic essence. 
 
    We’d talked at length about that and how it was similar to mana but it didn’t use mana viens like magic should. It used your whole body along with your soul. Cycling that, was far more difficult than just mana. 
 
    I took in her demonic essence and I felt my body changing in subtle ways. My muscles hardened, my member rose and… I couldn’t do anything with it other than push it back into her. 
 
    If I were in my unbound form, then maybe I could do more but as I was, all we could do was play hot potato with it. 
 
    Not wanting to wake Lain, I rolled onto my back. Des rested between Merli and I, curled up against me.  
 
    I poked her cheek as she snarled up her face. I poked her again and she wiped her face with her hands, looking like a squirrel. She stretched, then smiled as she wrapped her arm around me, nuzzling her face to my chest. 
 
    “Des…” I whispered. 
 
    She smiled groggily as she hugged me tighter. 
 
    “Hey, Des...wake up…” 
 
    She shook her head and smiled in her sleep. 
 
    I reached down a little lower and began playing with one of her large nipples through her bodystocking. She said my name and hugged my arm, forcing my hand lower. She was wet, even though she was still half asleep. I gently ran my fingers over her sex through her tight stocking and she squeezed my arm tighter, panting slightly. 
 
    Feeling her hot breath on my skin drove me to go farther. I found the bud of her lily after separating her lips and gently rubbed it as her juices began to flow. 
 
    She rocked her narrow hips slowly as her soft breaths became small moans and before either of us knew it, she was coming. Her sharp green eyes shot open as she looked up at me in confusion and arousal. Then as she finished, she snuggled up against me again, softly biting my nipple. 
 
    I kissed her for a while, feeling a mix of arousal and guilt but as her tongue played with mine, I knew it was fine. Des, without her glasses, was a soft, sweet thing. Her reactions were always pure and she’d stolen both Lain and my hearts. 
 
    As she stared up at me with a deep red blush, she hid her face and all I could think of was how much I enjoyed seeing her like this. 
 
    If I’d cast off my duties as the hero and dumped Helena, then maybe I would’ve found happiness with her. But then I wouldn’t have met Lain. 
 
    I kissed Des’ forehead and massaged her for a while before speaking again. “Des, I think you already know this but this Dragonewt woman with us is Merli. We want to try to cycle demonic essence with you, it might help your condition.” 
 
    Des looked back at Merli and Merli smiled at her. 
 
    Des smiled slightly, nodding as she still lay on my chest. “If you think it’ll help…” 
 
    Now we played a three-person version of hot potato… But whenever Merli’s essence was in Des, I could feel an improvement in her. 
 
    “Try to hold on to it for as long as you can, Des.” 
 
    Des and I were mutts, so we had no way of knowing what demonic essence would do to us. I knew I probably had some succubus/incubus in me but Des probably didn’t. 
 
    She dug her nails into my skin as she struggled to hold it in, her whole body quivering with her efforts. 
 
    I decided to fill her with my mana, tiny as my mana pool was, my regen was huge. Somehow that gave her the strength to absorb Merli’s essence. 
 
    Merli and I continued to pour ourselves into Des, tiny bits at a time, until I was sure we’d done enough. 
 
    Des was shaking, likely trying her best to contain everything we’d given her. As I gently massaged her with my free hand, I could tell that her muscles had improved. They were nowhere near what they used to be but they were getting better. 
 
    Maybe it’s because demonic essence includes the body, whereas mana is only mana. Lain’s mana had restored her body to a working state but it couldn’t improve her. Demonic essence on the other hand would gradually make her stronger, even if it didn’t fix her underlying problems. 
 
    “Wait, Shtulls…!” Merli said, nostrils flaring. “I think this might be my answer!” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Demonic essence is slowly accumulated in your body. It’s what makes the other candidates seek us out. It’s how I knew you were here, we can just kinda feel it, you know?” 
 
    “...I can’t, even when unbound.” 
 
    “Then, maybe…” She seemed to be thinking but it’s difficult to tell when she’s got a dragonewts face. “Maybe I can give my essence to you and this girl, then they won’t seek me out!” 
 
    “I see, but won’t you devolve back into your earlier form. And, I’m no expert but won’t you eventually regain all your essence since your body has become accustomed to it?” 
 
    “Then I’ll just pour it all back into you again!” She said in a cheerful voice. 
 
    I sighed. “Then, you’re planning to stay with us? You know, they’re after me as well. Whenever I use unbind, it acts like a homing beacon. So you’ll still be around someone that attracts their attention.” 
 
    “That’s okay, they’ll just go after you. To them, I’ll just be a random demon that happens to be around you. Oh! And I’ll protect these two as a bonus!” 
 
    I groaned as Des patted my head in a ‘there there’ sort of way. 
 
    I was planning to get a few more powerful people that I could trust to balance things out a bit and Merli’s skill with demonic essence had helped Des’ body. But at the same time, by taking on my unbound form I’d be signalling my position and I’m not going to do that more than I need to. 
 
    The fire-blooded demon that found me in Lain’s hometown had taught me the horrors that other candidates could bring. And Merli’s fears had shown me that it was a very real threat. 
 
    “Then, let’s get some more sleep. I already told you I’d take you with me but I won’t be using my unbound form too often. So give your essence to Des. But let’s not rush things, we’ll have to take it slow.” 
 
    She grabbed my shoulder and spoke warmly. “As long as we’re together, I’ll do my best for you… That’s what you told me in the mine, so...me too. I’ll do my best. But…” 
 
    “But what?” I asked quietly. 
 
    “It’s nothing, thank you Shtulls and you too little one.” 
 
    Des was already asleep again, so Merli’s words were unheard but I understood her. Des would be the one taking on most of Merli’s burdens by taking in her essence. 
 
    After that we fell back asleep until a familiar pair of guards woke us up. 
 
    We ate breakfast together with them, Rex and the chief in the Inn. Despite the fact that I’d destroyed part of it, the innkeeper still cooked for us and seemed to be in high spirits. 
 
    “Let me guess,” I said to the chief. “You offered to cover the damages.” 
 
    The chief nodded as he spoke, “despite everything, we still came out fairly well. If you were a real demon then this place would’ve been doomed and our people would have no safe haven. Even after we wronged you and your wife.” He looked at the guard as he finished. 
 
    “Part of that was my fault. I didn’t know your prophecy and I assumed too much. If only someone would’ve told me, then…” I stared at Rex a little too long and he began to put his hand into his mouth. 
 
    “Okies! It’s all water under the bridge!” Lain said, monopolizing my arm. 
 
    “Er, Lain?” 
 
    “Yeppers, water under the bridge.” 
 
    “U-umm, I’d like to—Mmph!” 
 
    She began feeding me. 
 
    “I was actually—Mmph!” 
 
    Resigned to my fate, I let Lain feed me while I enjoyed her cheerful smile. 
 
    Across the table from us, Yuria was feeding Hammish in much the same way… Forcefully and without letting him breathe… 
 
    As soon as we were done, Hammish gave me a spear that brought me to tears. It was nothing special, it had no enchantments but it was so well maintained that it was beautiful. It had places where the shaft was worn down from generations of use but it was relacquered and polished. It was such a practical weapon that’d been cherished for so long that I could almost feel it’s history seeping into me as I held it. 
 
    If it were a woman, then she’d be in her late forties. She’d had six or seven children but she still tried to look her best, even when she was working in the fields. She could do it all because it was for her family, and she had. She’d always protected them. 
 
    “I can’t take this…” I said as I handed it back to him. “This isn’t just a weapon, it’s a part of your family. It’d be wrong to take it away from the people it’s been protecting.” 
 
    Hammish gnashed his teeth and hissed as Yuria patted his back. I could feel his emotion; he was crying. 
 
    “Take care of this spear as you would take care of Yuria. I’m just grateful you showed it to me.” 
 
    The villagers gave us enough supplies to last us a few weeks and we returned to the hill where the warp rune was. 
 
    No one asked about the mysterious dragonewt that clung to my side, instead they all wished us the best right until Rex warped us back to that burned spot outside. 
 
    Merli reverted to her normal form and Rex seemed troubled. 
 
    “This is as far as I go,” he said. “You have helped me and our people and we repaid you with violence… Please take these even though they are but a pittance of what we owe you.” 
 
    He reached into his mouth and we all froze as Lain readied her new spell but to our surprise he pulled out a greater beast core. 
 
    “This is from our ancestors, a gift passed down for—” 
 
    “Nope!” I said, “we’re not taking anything like that. You keep it.” 
 
    “Then,” he reached into his robes and pulled out a bag filled with bones. He chanted over it for a time, then bit his finger and wrote on it in some forgotten tongue from a past, unknown to demons or humans. “Take this, it’s a charm of sorts. I assure you, it’s from me and only has value to you.” 
 
     “What is it?” Lain asked, looking at it with big eyes. 
 
    “If you go north, through the dead forest and into the rocklands, you may find your answer.” 
 
    I rubbed my temples. So you want us to go more than two months out of our way for some vague… He’s a damned shaman who predicted where to find me and what I’d do… 
 
    I took his gift and thanked him as he looked at us with sad eyes. Rather they were guilty from not staying with us or from knowledge of our future, I’ll never know. 
 
    He watched us until we were almost out of sight, then he activated the warp once again, cutting us off from the dragonewt village. 
 
    We walked for the rest of the day. After Des was unable to continue anymore, she rode Paz and I was thankful that we took him in. 
 
    I felt a bit bad for him because everyone here, other than Des, was a lot stronger than him. Even back when we first met, he’d been an elite enforcer to the beast god. Now, he was our big doggie but he never complained much unless he didn’t get fed. I guess that this was a little like a vacation for him. He didn’t have to kill people unless he wanted to and he wasn’t beholden to anyone anymore. 
 
    I looked over at him and he made eye contact with me, a shine in his eyes. 
 
    I tossed him a small chunk of meat and he smiled as he ate it, then he looked at me again and we stopped walking for a while as I gave him a pat. 
 
    Some tamers treat their pets with love and care but apparently all of Paz’s tamers had used him like a tool, just as his god did. This may be the first time in his life that he’s just treated like what he is. 
 
    Lain hugged him and he licked her a few times as Des snoozed on his back. It feels good to see them all in such high spirits. 
 
    “Is that the assassin of Shumareteth you were telling me about?” Merli asked as we watched them. 
 
    “Yeah, he doesn’t really help us much but Des can ride him and he can fly. I still like having him around though. Somehow he feels like a good companion and he always raises our spirits.” 
 
    We walked a bit closer and Merli began to pet him. Paz was a fool for affection, so he panted happily as everyone doted on him and I began to set up camp. 
 
    The one good thing about the Dead Forest was that you had an abundance of kindling. After setting up our tent, I was quickly able to start a fire and begin cooking. 
 
    Thanks to the villagers, we’d already had a huge breakfast. So I intended to cook us a light dinner to reserve our supplies a little. 
 
    I’d asked the villagers for their meat scraps and they’d been happy to give me more than a few. I had snakwurm heads, carapaces and spare legs. I’ll never understand why Dragonewts don’t eat the legs. All you have to do is crack them open and the meat there is as good as any. 
 
    I boiled all the leftovers together to create a good stock then cracked open the legs and squeezed out the meat for Paz other than the claws which I kept for us. 
 
    I tossed some venison on the open flames to sear it a little, then sauteed the leftovers together with a tiny bit of butter from Lain’s farm. 
 
    Paz deserves a good meal as well sometimes. 
 
    For us, I used the stock to boil a few snakworms and tossed in some peppers from the first bordertown along with some garlic and potatoes then I made a leafy green salad as an accompaniment. 
 
    When I was done, we had soup, salad, hard bread and more than a few snakworms. I put the leftover stock in my storage and we all sat around the fire, eating. 
 
    The last time I came through these parts, it was me and my men. We filled our guts with dried meat, stale bread and oats. Every now and then we’d hunt something and eat a bit better but we didn’t even have salt to season it with. 
 
    Erogore, the demonic cook that wanted my soul had shown me what a difference a good meal can make. When he joined us towards the end, everyone had started smiling at the end of every day. Loud laughter replaced the sobs and murmurs of descent that we’d all become accustomed to. 
 
    I could only hope that my cooking had a similar effect on these four precious people. But seeing everyone smile warmed my soul and in time we began our watch rotations. 
 
    For whatever reason they gave me the first shift, so as they all retired to the tent, I leaned against Paz to start my watch. 
 
    “Shtulls,” The beast projected. “Why do you treat me so well?” 
 
    “Isn’t it a given, you’re contractually obligated to—” 
 
    “No platitudes! Why do you take the time to cook and season my food?” 
 
    “As I started to say…” I cleared my throat as I reached back to pet him. “You’re a member of this party, why wouldn’t I treat you the same as everyone else?” 
 
    He sighed as he lay his head down on his paws. “They tossed me scraps. Even the best of my contractors only treated me like a nuisance. Even when I was stronger than them! I was doing more than they were, fighting their battles for them, watching over them as they slept. But even the most kind of them never cared much about me after they found a more powerful pet.” 
 
    “Why should I care how some dickheads treated you? You're here now, so don’t worry about it.” I said as I rubbed him behind the ear. “Even if you don’t do much, you’re our companion and you make everyone happy just by being here.” 
 
    He snorted as he leaned his head towards my hand. “Me, an enforcer of a god that I betrayed? Makes everyone happy by existing?” 
 
    “Yep… Lain often says ‘he’s a good puppers!’ So you better appreciate us, though truthfully you help Des out a lot. Everyone is happy you’re here and I don’t regret the decision to bring you with us.” 
 
    He closed his eyes and rested his head in my lap as I continued to pet him. None of them except for Merli know just how bad things will get when we go farther inland. 
 
    Des can wear her Persona and look like a Serpocorpres demon, I can wear mine and disguise my humanity behind a dungeoncore’s essence. But Lain, she’ll have to act the part of a succubus and Merli will need to devolve before then so she doesn’t draw attention. Luckily enough for Paz, Pazuzus flew in packs and were a fairly common pet. 
 
    I began to plan things out but my mind veered towards happier thoughts. Ideally we would settle down somewhere near Lain’s family farm but I knew that wasn’t a possibility. As long as I was in the human kingdom, I’d never be able to relax unless I was in a dungeon. 
 
    We’d need to settle down in a place either with the elves or with the beastkin. Humans and demons both enslaved them, either for a fighting force or for pleasure but the deeper you go into their territories the stronger they get. If I somehow got a parcel of land deep enough, then we’d be fine. Lain knew how to farm, so we could be self-reliant. We could isolate ourselves and— 
 
    “Paz, wake up!” 
 
    “I smell them, three of them.” He sniffed the wind. “Are they—” 
 
    “Yep, you’ve smelled Des’ mask before. It’s them.” 
 
    Serpocorpres, they’re mostly harmless if you don’t isolate yourself. They only target the weak, so we should be fine. 
 
    I gave Paz a pat, then we separated. He took to the air as I scanned our surroundings.  
 
    During our watch, we only killed one of them. Knowing that they were still out there, it was difficult to sleep but once I was in Lain’s embrace I forgot my troubles and slept like a newborn against her breasts. Our honeymoon phase had lasted long after things should’ve cooled down. If anything, the more I saw her, heard her words or rested with her, the more I loved her. 
 
    I felt safe in her arms even though we still had two demons stalking us.  
 
    It only took me seconds to fall asleep in her warm embrace. When I was with her, nothing else mattered. 
 
    The light from a new day creeped through the waxed fibres of our tent and I yawned as I held La—er Merli!? 
 
    Oh, right, shifts. 
 
    I smoothed Merli's bed hair and gently separated myself from her so she could sleep a little longer as she was the last shift. 
 
    Something smelled good! So after making a few old-guy noises, I sat up and left the tent. 
 
    Lain was making us breakfast as Des sat atop two bodies, picking them clean of their trophies. 
 
    Apparently Des’ wind sensitivity along with Paz’s nose was enough for her to find and kill the remaining two. 
 
    She was comparing her mask to their faces when I approached. 
 
    She’d finally discovered what I didn't tell her so long ago. Still, I embraced her from behind as she let out a cute noise then resigned herself to being cuddled. 
 
    I kissed the top of her head as she looked down at her claws, comparing them to her trophies. 
 
    “When were you going to tell me?” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    Her lips quivered as she compared herself to her prey. 
 
    “Oh, that. You’re not a demon, you’re just a beautiful girl. A demon’s form is made by the course of natural selection. These demons serve the same purpose that you do. They’re stealthy, they kill in secret and they perceive threats. Don’t let it bother you, there are also demons that mirror my sword and shield style and Lain’s turret style as well. If you can imagine it, there’s a demon that mirrors it, naturally.” 
 
    I kissed the top of her head as I pulled her away from what she was doing.   
 
    This was Des in her glasses persona so she didn’t say anything. Instead she just held my arm and kissed it as I pulled her into an embrace. 
 
    She’d lived a rough life before I met her and all I did to better things was show her how to delve. But all her power had vanished when she’d tried to shield Ferdy. Now, she was a different person than either of the people she had been before. 
 
    She always smiled for me when she enjoyed something but behind her happy eyes I always sensed her doubt. It was as if she wasn’t able to accept things. That was probably why she rejected Lain’s healing after I… 
 
    “Des, there was a sound over there, did you hear it?” 
 
    She shifted in my arms. “No, what was it?” 
 
    “I dunno, quick, follow me!” 
 
    After we cleared the forest that surrounded our camp, I pulled down her lower stockings and pressed her against a tree. 
 
    She lowered her glasses as she let out a few hot breaths. “There wasn’t a sound was there?” 
 
    “There will be,” I responded as she pressed her ass against me. 
 
    I forced myself into her birth canal even though I was only able to go so far. I put my fingers in her mouth and she sucked them as I stretched her cheeks while I forced myself deeper inside her. 
 
    Lain was number one but we’d both acknowledged Des. She’d done a good job so this was her reward, mine as well but for now, I’ll focus on her. 
 
    Once I was in, she began to shift uncomfortably as she moaned. She was a tiny person, and even though she’d worked as a professional, she never took in a man like me. Most hadn’t but she endured it and took great pleasure in the attempt. 
 
    As her legs shook, my pleasure mounted and this time, I didn’t pull out. I forced myself deeper inside her and despite her muscles protesting against me, she let me in. She was finishing as I started but we stayed together like that as she braced herself against a tree so she wouldn’t fall. 
 
    Des was my delicate flower, the one that bloomed through the cobblestones. Her infatuation with me should have turned me off but her devotion drove me to love her. And she’d proven herself again by taking me in. 
 
    People often argue about delicate things like monogamy and love. Things like: is it possible to truly love more than one person. It is, but it’s likely that our case is different than most. 
 
    Des loved me long before I recognized her feelings but Lain saw her for the person she was and that’s why we were able to connect like we just did. 
 
    I stayed inside her for a while as she turned back to kiss me and we shared a moment together. It still felt strange to me to have two women who loved me. It was stranger still that they both agreed to a mutual relationship with me. 
 
    By the time we returned to camp, Lain was serving up breakfast. 
 
    I knew that she had felt what we were doing through our connection but she only smiled at us. In Lain’s mind my children were her’s even if they came from a different person. But at the same time, she was the one that approved the people I could mate with. 
 
    She’d be happy if Des and I had kids because she loved us both. She’d think they were adorable and she’d gladly raise them as her own. 
 
    I smiled as I embraced Lain, nestling my head between her mounds as she hugged me. 
 
    Even though Des and I slipped off to have a quickie, Lain still treated me like a king and soon Des, Merli, Lain and I were all cycling so that I could have a few moments inside her. Even though it was less than a minute, I still had the most intense orgasm of my life and feeling Lain’s eager insides twitching around me, I knew the same was true for her. 
 
    After we were done we headed northward, not sure what we were looking for until Rex’s bag began to jump. 
 
    We followed it until we came to an undiscovered tomb. 
 
    If I had to name it, then I’d call it the Dragon Bone Tomb.   
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 45: Trials - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Rather it was a tomb or a dungeon, it was hard to tell. Its entrance was the maw of a dragon’s skull and the very land itself seemed to make up its gigantic body. With each step we took towards its ominous entrance, bones snapped under our feet. 
 
    The Dead Forest, then the Rocklands. We used the Dead Forest to avoid demon patrols back during the war but we never went as far north as the Rocklands. The one thing these two places had in common with each other was that they lacked civilization and only had a few forms of wildlife that lived in these desolate parts. 
 
    It was clear that at some unknown point in the past they had a vibrant ecosystem but that was probably a hundred years ago now. Maybe this ‘dragon’ was the reason that things changed. Either because of its death or because of an epic battle it fought. 
 
    All I knew was that I felt something ancient and primal oozing from it. Just from imagining its scale if it were still alive, I was awestruck and horrified. 
 
    During my training in the capital, I’d had to read about the heroes that came before me. There were many of them that fought dragons. Hell, back in the earliest recorded days, it was like a right of passage. And I’d even fought dragons in dungeons, many, many dragons in dungeons. It’s like dungeons and dragons had some sort of connection to each other. 
 
    But this, this, whatever it was was far larger than any of those. 
 
    “That’s a big’ol Draggy-boi!” Lain said as she shielded the sun from her eyes. 
 
    Des nodded in agreement as Merli and Paz began to shake. 
 
    Paz whimpered as Merli’s hand found mine. “The Draconic Emperor…” Merli said, almost to herself as she was unable to tear her eyes away from the entrance. 
 
    “The what!?” 
 
    All the texts in the human empire were laser focused on two things. How great their previous heroes were and how terrible demons were. In all those thousands of tomes, none mentioned that there were other rulers. As far as humanity was concerned, there was a demonic emperor and a human king, that was it. 
 
    I shook Merli out of her stupor and forced her to explain. 
 
    Demons had their own legends, passed down through stories rather than written texts. Books were only a thing to higher demons and devils, not a part of the tribalistic demon society. But they had legends, often told around the campfires before battle. 
 
    One of the most popular ones was about the fall of the Draconic Emperor. 
 
    I see now, because humans didn’t defeat it, they never bothered to include it in their history books. Killing this thing was a demonic victory and its stories are still told to this day. 
 
    Merli told her story with flair as if reciting it directly. The Draconic Emperor once ruled the north. It’s minions were all dragons or dragon-kin like the dragonewts, drakes, wyverns and so on. 
 
    The humans fled their cities but demonkind wouldn’t stand for it. They began a twenty seven year war against it but they were constantly driven back. A dragon, even at its lowest level can kill tens of demons at their highest. It was a war of attrition up until the Demonic Emperor at the time was allowed to break his vows and leave his castle. 
 
    He was reviled, even amongst his people, they called him the Lord of Filth. All his spells were grotesque and involved hexs, mutilation and maggots but he had one strength. He’d never evolved from being a simple demon. That meant that Demons everywhere looked up to him as a shining example that you didn’t have to be a devil or a high demon to make it. You just had to be imaginative and apply yourself. 
 
    He led the largest group of demons ever commanded and even though he died in combat with the Draconic Emperor, he still won. He’d riddled the dragon with every hex, poison and curse imaginable, the rest just came down to how long the demons could last against the dragon. 
 
    This bizarre thing that we now beheld was the end result of their battle, hundreds of years later. 
 
    “Des,” I said. “Let’s go with Plan A2 then after we know more, we’ll adapt from there.” 
 
    Des nodded and took out her crossbow as she mounted Paz. 
 
    “What?” Lain chimed in. “What’s plan A2?” 
 
    “I’ll lead, everyone else, stick with Des and Paz as she senses out the hazards. Even though I’ll be in the first position, it’s your duty to protect me from ambushes.” 
 
    “Should I be in my armor or—” 
 
    “Since you’re taking a back role, I’ll need your destructive spells more than another tank. Merli, you protect Des and provide backup as a rear guard.” 
 
    Lain brought out her flanged Mace, now enchanted to enhance elemental casting. She donned her robes and as soon as she was done preparing, we walked through the ominous maw. 
 
    With all the free floating mana and negative emotions that this place carried, it was hard to imagine that it could be anything other than a dungeon. But it was way too far away from normal travel routes or any other living things to still be alive. Still, if there was a core here, then it would be able to eat its fill of mana from the air alone. 
 
    The first few monsters that we saw were a mishmash of demon and drake skeletons. All of which Lain vaporized almost immediately. Holy attribute vs. the undead and with Lain’s casting speed, yeah, I never even had to draw my sword. 
 
    Des sensed out the tunnels and we avoided several deadends as we pressed farther in. 
 
    An odd triangle formed between Merli, Des and Lain. Merli couldn’t take Lain’s mana and vice versa but Des converted all the mana fed into her into neutral mana so the three of them held hands to support Lain’s spells. 
 
    There were a number of pitfalls but after the first one, I knew what to look out for. Ribcages, thatched together. This place wasn’t made by a sentient mind. So maybe an inexperienced dungeon core or maybe it was a naturally occurring phenomena. 
 
    We went down five floors before all our questions were answered. There, at the end of the fifth floor was a blood red font of restoration. 
 
    “This is a dungeon!” I said as I drank the red water. It tasted like iron but it went down easy and all my fatigue vanished. 
 
    I’d seen a few of these fonts in demonic dungeons and I was actually thrilled to see this one. It meant that we didn’t need to worry about supplies anymore. 
 
    “Woo!” Lain said while taking a drink beside me. “Cool beans!” 
 
    Cool...beans? Aren’t they normally better when served hot? Eh, who cares, she’s still adorable! 
 
    “Let’s take a break here, I’ll make us some dinner.” I said as I began to build a fire. 
 
    I combined the stock I had in reserve with the blood red waters and a few slivers of meat and veggies, just enough to make it tasty and aromatic. We didn’t need to eat big meals here, a cup of soup mixed with the font was more than enough. 
 
    Even Paz ate happily, though I didn’t give him any large chunks of meat. 
 
    After we ate, we began to discuss this dungeon we were in. 
 
    Merli had never seen Lain in action before so she was blown away by her cast-speed and accuracy. She also commented on Des’ ability to sense the dungeon layout. 
 
    I understood her sentiments perfectly. With just these two, clearing a dungeon seemed like child’s play. 
 
    Still, we’d had a long journey to get here and it’d been more than twenty hours since we last rested. 
 
    This was a safe zone, so we didn’t have to do shifts. But Paz still opted to guard us for a while. 
 
    Now was the time to cycle demonic essence. Des lay between Lain and I as we began. We matched Merli’s essence with our mana and Des, even though she clenched her teeth and struggled, was able to take in more today than she had before. 
 
    Des clung to us as she lost consciousness and Merli and Lain began to talk. 
 
    Merli had become a very passive, almost stoic person after what I did to her but Lain was as vibrant and optimistic as ever. Their talks eventually led down the path I didn’t want to follow and Merli shared her version of what happened when I’d met her. 
 
    It was never my goal to win her over, I just didn’t want to kill her. But we had crossed swords while I was waiting for charm to take effect. I’d bested her and...what!? 
 
    Why isn’t she talking about charm? ...Right, she never loved anyone, so why would charm affect her? 
 
    Does that mean she laid down and took me because she wanted to!? 
 
    “His mana was fierce, like a wild animal. I felt it while we fought and as I noticed his arousal...I wanted him!” 
 
    I had nothing to say, her breasts in her demon form were beautiful and immaculate and everything about her drew me in. Perhaps it was all the rigors of warfare or perhaps it was because I was so tired and desperate… But really I just needed an outlet. At the time I’d thought that demons were just simple creatures but even if I knew… Helena was right, I’d cheated on her. 
 
    Now I feel like shit. Even after Helena gave birth to another man’s child, I forgave her but haven’t I done the same thing? I’m just as bad as— 
 
    “No worries!” Lain said as she caressed Merli’s arm. “That happened a long time ago and I wasn’t a virgin when I met him, so I envy you a bit. Do you still feel the same way now?” 
 
    Sh-should I be here for this? I feel like I need to run away! 
 
    “Y-yeah… I still crave his mana and I want him to fulfil his role! He denied me the right to carry his offspring, even after I approved of his right to breed me. I gave up everything for the first breeding partner that could beat me and he—he didn’t do his part!” 
 
    I was sweating now, far more than I needed to as I pretended to be asleep. But when Lain pinched me, I was fully aware that she knew that I was playing. 
 
    “Shtulls?” She said as she hugged me a little too hard. “Are you sorry?” 
 
    What the hell sort of trap question is this!? 
 
    I took a deep breath. There’s no point in trying to lie to Lain when we’re connected. 
 
    “I regret it,” I said, now that I knew all the details. I regretted not holding up my part of a demon’s breeding right. 
 
    “Then just make it up to her!” Lain said as she lowered my pants. 
 
    “What!?” Seriously what the fuck, Lain!?  
 
    “You owe her some babies, right?” She said as she gave me a few playful tugs. “Just finish what you started.” 
 
    It was a strange sensation. I had my own sense of honor and this graded against it on both sides. Had I wronged Merli, yes, but was this the right answer? No, I didn’t think so. Besides, I could feel Lain judging me. This was definitely a test. 
 
    I turned towards Lain and woke up Des by pouring my mana into her as I pulled her up for a kiss. I grabbed her glasses and had her wear them. 
 
    “Des, Lain has asked me to breed with Merli because I pulled out before. What do you think?” 
 
    Lain frowned at me slightly, causing me to panic and sending me to the edge of despair but Des had a stake in this as well. 
 
    Des let out a long sigh as she adjusted her glasses. “I can’t satisfy you, and Lain can only take you for so long before she kills you, so isn’t this fine?” 
 
    I pulled her glasses away and asked her again. 
 
    “Please don’t leave me, Master! I love you, I love you, I love you! As long as you promise to keep me, everything else is fine. Just don’t abandon me like you did before!” 
 
    Hearing her say her subconscious demands halted everything. Lain and I held her between us as we both did our best to assuage her fears. Now we both felt guilty, she wasn’t a burden or a third wheel. She was someone we both desperately wanted to keep in our lives and her doubts made us panic. 
 
    “I see it now,” Merli said, “The two of you are the same person, emotionally. That’s why you can take in another. But what about...” She stopped as she began to tear up. 
 
    We spent the better part of an hour trying to calm down Des until we finally reached her. Des was special to us. Her feelings had reached us both and we loved her. But she had a hard time accepting that. I’m sure it’s a fight we’d face over and over again in the future. 
 
    We went down another twenty floors using the same strategy, before we reached the first Boss door. 
 
    Everything up till now had been skeletons, so this wasn’t a typical undead dungeon. It felt like it had layers and if I was right, then this is when things change. 
 
    The door itself was strange. So far the walls had been made of earth and packed bones but this door was formed of flesh with two large rib cages adorning its sides. We’d been lucky so far, and no one other than Lain had fought yet but that did leave her drained. So I sat down with her and held her hand as I recharged her. 
 
    We all needed to be at the top of our game here because no dungeon I’d entered had ever given me this same level of anxiety. It almost felt like we were being lured deeper and deeper until we wouldn’t be able to escape again. 
 
    Lain leaned against me and rested her head on my shoulder as I began to polish my blades and select my equipment. 
 
    Des, being my former pupil, was doing the same with her claws and crossbow. Paz was licking his paws, so I guess he’s also maintaining his weapons? 
 
    My attention turned to Merli. 
 
    “Do you have any weapons?” I asked as she leaned against the wall across from us. 
 
    “Only my spells and my claws.” 
 
    “I remember you using a sword before…” I opened my storage and tossed her my poorly named zweihander. 
 
    “Hmm,” she said as she swung it a few times one-handed. “It feels good...but what’s with the name?” 
 
    Des blushed as she suddenly began polishing her claws a little too hard. 
 
    “Anyway, I also have a few shields; wooden bucklers mostly but—” 
 
    “I’ve never used a shield. But I like this sword, it feels familiar.” 
 
    “Yeah, it reminded me of the one you had when we fought. That’s why I knew you could use it.” 
 
    She nodded approvingly as she ran her thumb down the blade to test it. “It’s enchanted!” 
 
    “Yep, hardening, stamina regen and keening. If you have that thing, you can go for hours.” 
 
    She looked a little sad as she licked the blood from her thumb.   
 
    “You used some cool spells before, yeah?” Lain asked. “What can ya do?” 
 
    Merli smiled as she welcomed the distraction from whatever thoughts weighed on her mind. “Stasis A, Telekinesis A, Transformation B, Wind magic A, Flight, Temporal Magic F, Physical Reinforcement S and Barrier D.” 
 
    “Pfew,” Lain whistled “You got a little bit of everything! You’ll be a great support!” 
 
    Merli was taken back a bit. “S-support!? With my skills?” 
 
    “Yeppers,” Lain gloated as she showed Merli her status. 
 
    “Of course…” Merli said, looking defeated. “The woman he chose would have to be at least this strong… I’ve lost again.” 
 
    Lain frowned slightly. Through our connection, I could feel her regret; she was trying to show off but she didn’t mean to hurt Merli. 
 
    “I wasn’t just trying to show off, well, I guess I was but what I was getting at was that I’m an offensive caster, a tank and a healer. Your spells and skills are perfect as a supporter. You can save someone by casting stasis on them until I can get to them to heal them or you can use it on the enemy to stop a big attack.” 
 
    “And telekinesis is extremely valuable in a dungeon.” I added. “If you have that, then I may not even have to use my eleven foot pole. Also, with such a high level of physical reinforcement, you’ll be our main damage dealer against things that are immune to magic.” 
 
    “I don’t know why I thought I was the second strongest…” Merli said as she slid down the wall. Our words falling on def ears. “Of course he’d pick someone as strong as he was…” 
 
    Des adjusted her glasses and sat by Merli. She showed her her status and Merli’s eyes went wide. “How are you still alive!?” 
 
    Des frowned as she began to tell her story. Lain and I cuddled together as we listened and even Paz seemed to pay attention to what Des was saying. 
 
    “Ahhh! Hooman… Why!?” Paz projected as he whimpered. 
 
    “That’s why I wear this stocking.” Des finished. “You were right, that night in the dragonewt inn. I may never cast a spell again but because of Mas—Shtulls and Lain, I’m okay with it. I help out in my own ways.” 
 
    A tear rolled down Merli’s violet cheek and Des wiped it. “Just do what you can and trust them. Together, we all carry our weight.” 
 
    “So this sword,” Merli said as he hefted the Zwiehander effortlessly. “You are the one that found and maintained it?” 
 
    Des nodded with a proud smile as she looked at me. 
 
    “And...you also named it?” 
 
    Des froze. 
 
    “Alrighty,” Lain said as she clapped her hands. “Who’s ready to face the boss?” 
 
    We quickly decided our roles. Lain would be the tank, Des and Paz would be ranged and Merli and I would be damage dealers. 
 
    “S-Executioners, go!” Lain yelled as we pushed open the fleshy doors. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 46: Boss - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    There was no light in this room and as we walked something wet crunched under our feet. 
 
    “Hwah!” Paz yelled as he hopped around, making Des dizzy on his back. He shot wind blades at the ground as he took flight. “Shtulls, fly!” 
 
    I hesitated; I didn’t want to use my unbound form… Then again, Merli is still a full-on Demonic Candidate and we’re in a dungeon, so I guess it doesn’t matter. 
 
    I grabbed Lain and used Unbind as I took flight but without being able to see the— 
 
    Lain used her light spell along with her holy aura and as I saw what we were crunching through earlier, I shivered. 
 
    Centipedes, worms and larvae of all sizes. 
 
    Des screamed as insects rained down from the ceiling. I flew towards her but it was Merli that saved her with a barrier spell. 
 
    Lain expanded her holy aura to cover us and the insects wanted nothing to do with it. They slithered, scampered and scurried away to avoid it and for a moment we were relieved. 
 
    Then came the buzzing of countless flies as a massive pile of putrid meat began to stir in the middle of the room. It struggled to rip itself free as it changed forms, becoming humanoid in shape. 
 
    “W-what is that!?” Des said, holding her mouth. 
 
    It’s eyes glowed with an ominous yellow light as it opened its mouth, spewing venomous puss. 
 
    “...I have no clue,” I said as I watched it. It was the most grotesque creature I could ever imagine but in some ways it was beautiful. 
 
    To finally be able to fight something I’d never seen before… 
 
    Lain caressed my arm, feeling my excitement. “Shtulls, strategy!” 
 
    “Right! Merli, use stasis on it before it’s finished separating itself from the floor. Paz, find a good position behind it and boost Des’s bolts with your magic, also use wind blades to disrupt its attacks. Lain, since I’m carrying you now, you’re on casting duty.” 
 
    This is the first time I’d be fighting in my demonic form with my mind intact. Instinctually, I knew what I could do. My body was one that could easily overpower other demonic candidates but the spells, if you could call them that, were from the Dark-fire demon I ate. They weren’t like normal spells, they were just inclinations given form and I was very bad at controlling them.  
 
    As soon as Merli’s stasis ended I fired off what was basically an inferno from my mouth and the room was filled with the sickening stench of burning flesh as the creature’s torso and head were singed off. 
 
    Ash rained down around us, filling the air like snow and I sighed as— 
 
    “It’s still alive!” Merli yelled as Lain’s light spell showed us a sight I wished I didn’t see. 
 
    The whole room was covered by quivering flesh and several more creatures formed from it. 
 
    “Lain!” 
 
    “Got it!” 
 
    She cast Fire wall on each of them before they could move and as they exploded into bloody chunks we heard Des and Paz begin to scream from the far side of the room.  
 
    The flies from earlier were swarming them as the insects from the ground began fusing together, feeding on the charred flesh we’d created. That was when I knew what this thing was. 
 
    “Legion…” 
 
    “LEGION!!?” Merli screamed as she backed away, horrified. “What—” 
 
    Legion was a demonic lord, so infamous that his legends even made it to the human realm. Many had won battles against him, only to find that he still lived. Oblex had mused on him once, saying that to actually kill Legion, you would have to kill each and every part of him. Each worm, everything! 
 
    “Focus, Merli! You can sense demonic essence, find the strongest source!” 
 
    “But this is…” She took a deep breath and pointed to a small pile of flesh and worms that were fused together. 
 
    Lain cast her spell and we watched it burn. Then with a shaky hand, Merli pointed again and again. 
 
    There’s no doubt now, Legion had never died. 
 
    No one knew if it was ever intelligent or if it was ever truly alive, it just consumed itself endlessly. And now we faced that immortal being as the first boss of this untouched dungeon. 
 
    Des and Paz did their best but a single bolt won’t do a thing to halt this creature and Wind Blades and claws were equally as useless. You needed fire, acid and heavy AOEs to even make a dent. 
 
    That’s when I had an epiphone; one so horrible that I’d have to… 
 
    I sat Lain down, making sure that her holy aura still held the insects at bay. Then I freed Des and Paz and gathered them together with Lain and Merli. 
 
    I took on my human form and moved away from Lain. “Just maintain your holy aura and have Merli and Des feed you mana if you need it.” 
 
    I took Des’ hand and borrowed her mana as I felt my curse begin to take over. My curse and I were in agreement again and I began to cackle as my mind softly snapped. 
 
    To do what needed to be done...I had to lose my sanity. No sane person could do what I was about to… 
 
    I looked back at each of them and smiled. “Teehee!” I said, pressing my index fingers to my dimples. “I have the tummy grumbles!” Dammit, why can’t I just have a moment of dignity before I... It doesn’t matter, this is life or death. 
 
    I took on my unbound form once more and I ate. Insects, flesh, charred bits, it didn’t matter. There was one sure way to finally kill this thing. Demonic candidates could consume the demonic essence of others and no matter what form it took, if it didn’t have its essence, it couldn’t exist. 
 
    I ate and I ate, chomping through pus filled flesh and crunching through many legged bugs as they wriggled in my mouth. As my sanity waned down to nothing, I continued as a thoughtless beast. The insects that tried to sting me died from the heat my demonic body exuded and the flesh that pelted me did next to nothing. 
 
    Now it was only a matter of time and effort. Lain, Des and Paz were already cycling to maintain the holy barrier as I continued… 
 
    I don’t know how long I’ve been like this, I thought as I continued eating. Nothing formed anymore, it was just the flesh that blanketed the room and the insects I couldn’t reach in the crevices. My body was changing and I felt like something new had grown inside me. 
 
    I focused on the flesh that clung to the stone walls of the dungeon, having already eaten the floors. I ripped at the ceilings and feasted on their flesh as I burned the things I couldn’t reach. 
 
    “Shtulls!” Lain called as her soft hand touched me. “You can stop now.” 
 
    I turned back to look at her. 
 
    She had tears in her eyes as did Des, Merli and even Paz. 
 
    “NO!” I said, booming. “Keep yourself safe...I...I can finish it.” 
 
    She slapped me with enough impact that even in this form, I was taken aback. “We’re a party, Mister! That means we do it together!” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “No buts! You need to rest now!” 
 
    But she hadn’t rested. She’d been maintaining her holy aura this whole time. 
 
    “It’s not fair,” I said. 
 
    “Right back at you, Shtulls! It can’t hurt us anymore, now we only got some squigglies and some chunkies, we can finish it together!” 
 
    I canceled my demonic form and my curse flooded me. “So yummy, so yummy in my tummy; party party!” 
 
    Lain laughed as I collapsed into her embrace. 
 
    The next time I woke up, we were in another safe room, who knows how many floors after the Boss Chamber. 
 
    Lain was forcing me to drink healing waters from her mouth as she rubbed my throat to make me swallow. 
 
    I reached my hand up and held Lain close for a while, kissing her. Then she pulled me up into her lap and I rested against her as I looked around the room. Paz and Des were looking haggard and even Merli showed signs of fatigue as she leaned against her Zwiehander. 
 
    “How many floors has it been?” I asked Lain. 
 
    “Umm, ten probably. Things got a little harder after the boss room.” She said as she ran her fingers through my hair. 
 
    I pulled up my status and noticed I’d gained Possession F- and Summon Swarm A along with an unbound exclusive ability: Armored Shell S. If I’d consumed more of him, then I may have gotten better rewards but just thinking about it makes me gag. 
 
    Lain looked over my shoulder. “Thank the goddess! At least you got something for all that.” 
 
    I watched as everyone drank from the font and began to talk. I surrendered to Lain’s fingers as she began to rub my shoulders. 
 
    “So, you’re not grossed out by—” 
 
    She slapped me playfully, knocking my head to the side so violently that my neck popped. She healed me and continued rubbing me as she apologized. “Sorry, no, I felt your resolve. No one would want to do what you did.” She leaned down and gently kissed me. “But I’d do it for you.” 
 
    Things became blurry as my eyes misted over. I held my head up but that only showed Lain what I was feeling. Her cute face frowned as she kissed me over and over again until I couldn’t breathe. 
 
    I pulled her down, intertwining my tongue with hers as she began to breathe heavily. She forced herself to part with me and I noticed something. 
 
    My mana was now between 1 and 2. Meaning that my regen had also increased! 
 
    Rex, you damned son of a gun! Even if this is all I get from this dungeon then it’s enough! I can kiss her now, as deeply as I want for as long as I want. I turned to face her and pulled her into my lap as she wrapped her strong legs around me. 
 
    I kissed for a long time, thrusting my hands beneath her robes to massage her breasts as I— 
 
    “Ehemm!” Merli cleared her throat. 
 
    I woefully broke off my kiss as I realized that other than me, no one had eaten anything for quite a while. I stood a little too quickly and the world began to spin as I fell back down. Lain caught me and waved her finger in my face. 
 
    “No uh, you just rest. I’ll cook tonight!” 
 
    “Naked, apron…” I said as she laid me down and the world seemed to spin around me. 
 
    The next time I opened my eyes, I was staring at something black. I adjusted my head and felt two soft things below me. 
 
    Des looked down at me and smiled as she blew on a spoonful of something. I tried to sit up but she gently bid me to roll over. 
 
    She fed me what she was blowing on earlier and I was blown away by its flavor. It was a mixture of a number of things. Barley, oats and rice, beef tallow and bacon!? It was a tasty mixture that even I couldn’t make. It was thick, warm and somehow tasted like home even though I never had one of those. 
 
    Des took a cilemon and some chili flakes from her inventory. She looked at me as if asking permission and I nodded. Citrus, spice and everything nice, that was Des in a nutshell. And with all the fatty starch this soothing dish offered, I welcomed it. If only we had some— 
 
    “Is that the vinegar sauce from the stalls?” 
 
    Des nodded as she added it. God, I love this girl. I turned to look at the cook and Lain smiled back at me. She was dressed in only an apron though she was careful to only show her backside to us. 
 
    I took a deep breath as Lain served everyone else and I tossed out a large piece of bear meat for Paz. 
 
    Lain looked at it for a moment before she carved off a few thin slices to add to her item storage, then she let it roast over the dying embers as she seasoned it with salt and rubbed it with oil. She seared it in a pan and once it was done, she tossed it to Paz. 
 
    Des continued to feed me as all this was happening and after I was full, Lain slid back against me and handed Des another bowl as she ate hers. 
 
    Lain had always cooked for her family when Aundre didn’t and his lessons showed. Farm life was all about eating as much fat and nutrients as possible so you could work hard and last until dinner. 
 
    This dish was fatty, rich and nurturing, made better by Des’ saved spices. But seeing Lain’s muscular mody and perky breasts straining against her apron as her lower body was nude, drove me to imagine other things. 
 
    After consuming Legion, my regen had doubled. That meant that maybe I could go farther with Lain. She’d also listened to my foolish request. She was naked except for her apron. 
 
    I wanted to test it, but for now, everyone was eating. Des finished feeding me my bowl as she seasoned her own and the other two were also lost in the joy of Lain’s cooking. The waters here offered hunger relief but Lain hadn’t used much to make her concoction. And it was rich, tasty and would probably last us through another twenty floors. 
 
    Lain took a bite from the slice of toasted bear meat and fed me the rest before she subtly lowered my pants.   
 
    “Can we finally…?” 
 
    “Let’s try,” I answered as she lowered herself down. 
 
    We didn’t find an answer, instead we lost ourselves immediately and I began to fill her as she pulled away, leaving us both to come alone. 
 
    “N-not yet…” She said as she came. “But it lasted longer!” Then she pressed little shtulls between her powerful thighs as we finished together. 
 
    To do more, we needed more people. The twins had lent us their considerable mana and that was the only time we’d been able to finish together completely. 
 
    Even though we loved each other so much, it was almost painful that we could never truly finish what we started with me inside her. 
 
    We finished our meals and rested together as I held Lain close. After that we resumed our hellish trek through this unexplored dungeon. 
 
    There was no way to know how old it was or even how it formed. It was probably all the ambient mana along with the sheer amount of dead bodies that caused a core to be born. 
 
    I immediately saw why everyone looked so tired as we encountered our first group of club-fisted flesh golems. 
 
    Knockback isn’t really talked about much because it’s kinda the blacksheep of party tactics. Knocking an enemy away from a caster’s spell or a damage dealer’s final strike will get you kicked out of your party in no time. But these are monsters, obviously inspired by Legion’s forms. They don’t care about gaining soul levels or easy kills, they exist to fight and kill you. Nothing more. 
 
    I watched at first, my curiosity getting the better of me. I wanted to see how they’d been handling things without me. 
 
    They strung their attacks together masterfully. Each hit of their clubs knocked Lain back and the second she recovered, the next golem got his turn. Lain, despite being Aundre’s daughter, did not have the Counter skill so it fell on Des to compensate. 
 
    Des would aim at their cores and use her weak wind magic to guide her bolts. 
 
    Once Lain got stunlocked against the wall, Merli cast Stasis on her, rendering all damage null and void as she took on an offensive role, cutting them down with her zweihander. 
 
    All in all, they’d spent far too much time and effort on such a small group. 
 
    I took the lead in the next assault. If I were still the hero then I could use counters all day but now I only had two. So this had to rely on my ability to dodge rather than any skills I had. 
 
    I dodged the first golem’s club and decapitated it. That might sound impressive but that didn’t kill it. That only stopped it from seeing me as I kicked it aside for Des to finish it by shooting its core. 
 
    The next golem readied its attack, and I cleaved its arm before bashing it aside. I did much the same with each of them. Beating these guys wasn’t about one-shot kills, it was about taking their tools away and exposing their cores. 
 
    After a while, everyone caught on to my tactics and we ran through the next nine floors. Then things changed again. 
 
    Now there were random flesh constructs that shot bone spikes at us from the ceilings or the floors. Flesh constructs weren’t even undead, they were just simple things that served one purpose. All you had to do was kill them normally, so it only added another layer of difficulty as we progressed to the next safe room. 
 
    It was here that Merli and I began to cycle demonic essence in earnest after I discussed my plans to go farther inland. 
 
    I took on my unbound form and fed off her demonic essence as I trickled whatever I thought Des could handle into her. Lain supported her by adding tiny bits of her holy mana when it looked like Des might pass out. 
 
    By consuming Merli’s essence I gained back Wind F then lost it again repeatedly. We still had a long way to go before she devolved and Des was already filled to the brim, so after resting, cuddling and...other things, we continued. 
 
    The next ten floors evolved into something new. It’s not that the races of the monsters we faced changed, it was their forms. 
 
    The landscape also changed gradually. The walls were fleshy and things started to resemble a jungle made of innards. 
 
    The new enemy was a sort of skinless feline made entirely of tight-bound muscle. It had high agility and dexterity as it bounded around the room, targeting our weak spots. 
 
    Lain was up again as a tank. 
 
    I won’t deny that the cat had power, but it wasn’t able to make any decisive blows against Lain’s thick armor. 
 
    Merli used a combination of her Telekinesis (TK) along with her sword to pin them down and finish them while Des and Paz acted independently. Des sniped normally as Paz really started to shine here. He was faster, stronger and bigger than the cats, so he ripped through them almost effortlessly. 
 
    The later half of the levels had more monstrosities like Treants made of flesh and bone that blended into the surreal hellscape we were traveling through. They actually worked with the cats to make coordinated attacks and ambushes. 
 
    This dungeon was very smart when it came to tactics but we were still stronger. 
 
    Finally, we made it to another boss room and took a break outside the door. 
 
    We couldn’t cook here so I handed out some of the food from the dragonewt villagers and we took turns sleeping. 
 
    After we checked our weapons, Des had a problem. Because of the golems and treants she’d broken too many bolts and only had around twenty left. 
 
    “No problem,” I said, nodding. “I’ll make you some more, just give me a minute.” 
 
    “You’ll, what? Wait…” 
 
    “It’s okay, I’ll be right back.” 
 
    The treants here were not made of wood, but the thin bones of their branches would work about the same. I felled two of them and carved off the parts I could use. Bolts were shorter than arrows and shot with more force, so straightness wasn’t a big deal. Des could also control them to some extent so this would work in a pinch. 
 
    I sharpened the points and used the tips from her broken bolts wherever possible as I held Des’ hand to enchant them with hardening. 
 
    When I was done, she had around fifty new, imperfect and mostly shitty bolts to use. But somehow she seemed genuinely happy about them. 
 
    “Th-thank you, Shtulls.” She said with a bright smile. 
 
    Lain and I held hands and shared a look together before we readied ourselves and opened the doors. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 47: Lain’s Fears - Lain 
 
      
 
    I’d tested Shtulls earlier about Merli. Even though we could feel each other’s emotions, a part of me still doubted him. He’d told us himself that he’d been with more women than he could count but he has this look in his eyes when he sees her. 
 
    It’s not the soft caring gaze that he gives Des or the ferocious yet devout gaze he gives me; it’s something else. Something that even through our link, I can’t identify. 
 
    I don’t have the wealth of experiences Shtulls does. Especially not when it comes to relationships. Sure, I’ve dated but it’s never gone farther than that, other than...  
 
    When I’m together with Shtulls and Des, everything seems right with the world. I can touch them, hug them and do more when we’re all together. Merli wasn’t one of us. That was the feeling that I got. Even when I mana cycled with her, her mana was completely incompatible with mine. But her essence was definitely helping Des get beefy. 
 
    Des and I started things off on the wrong foot. Even when she was scarred and barely able to lift a rake, I still saw her as the bombshell she showed herself as when we first met her. Then, we went to the Grasslands. After that trauma, I got to know her for who she actually was. 
 
    Several people we’ve met have told me that Shtulls and I seem a lot alike. Even Merli said something like that recently. 
 
    My whole family were devout followers of the Goddess, Andritia. Andritia brings people together and even transcends the borders of demon and human kind. I could guess that she brought us all together. But Merli was a demon, plain and simple. She hadn’t tried to get to know us but she hadn’t condemned us either. 
 
    There was also the fact that after they began to cycle demonic essence, Des could absorb Merli’s essence but not Shtulls’. Maybe it was the wind attribute or probably, it was because they had similar personalities. 
 
    Shtulls mana had changed a lot since we first started cycling. It was neutral for the most part, but he still had the tiniest bit of fire. Then, I began to feel his emotions through it even more than our pact and that rich sensation as his energy flowed through me, spoke of love and passion. 
 
    The twins happened and we were able to go farther, then Merli helped me do it again. 
 
    I’m at a loss now… I don’t know how to feel anymore. 
 
    Then, he...he ate… He did something so disgusting for us. He put himself aside to kill the first boss. He was always like this and he still didn’t understand. He has the right to say no, to run away but I don’t think thoughts like that ever occurred to him. Instead he found the only way to spare us while his mind cried out in horror the entire time. 
 
    I knew that only I could feel it; him breaking himself again for us. 
 
    It was like he didn’t understand what he was doing, like he never even considered asking for help. I felt everything he did, even when I began to struggle to stay awake. His mind went numb but he still continued. Then when Des touched me, she felt it too. We all took a portion of his burden. And after the boss was reduced to nothing, I stopped him and he passed out. 
 
    I carried him on my back through the next ten floors as I remembered our first meeting in the undead dungeon. 
 
    I took the backline role as a caster as Merli took the front. It wasn’t easy to trust my normal role to someone I barely knew but I had to defend Shtulls while he slept. We found our groove and we finally made it to a safe room. Shtulls finally woke up and even though I still see myself as this weird muscular woman, he asked me to do something sexy for him. 
 
    I don’t feel embarrassed in front of Des because we’re lovers. Likewise with Paz, he’s just a big ol’ doggo but Merli had her eyes on me as I undressed. It was like she was evaluating and judging every inch of me until I put on my apron. 
 
    “What custom is this?” She asked as she eyed me. 
 
    “Umm, I just don’t want to get my clothes dirty.” 
 
    “I see!” She said, nodding enthusiastically. “Humans are indeed strange.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear that from a lady that doesn't even wear clothes!” 
 
    “Our natural armor covers us, unless we don’t want it to.” She said as her armor receded and her massive mammaries spilled out. I fought the urge to grope her as I leaned back against Shtulls to regain my composure. 
 
    I took some of the red Font Water and poured into my pot to boil as I readied my next ingredients. 
 
    She grinned at me, still topless as I began to cook. 
 
    She looked over at Shtulls who was resting peacefully in Des’ lap and smiled. “I don’t dislike that man. If he were a demon, then he may have single handedly ended the last war. But for some reason, he was on the human’s side.” 
 
    Des adjusted her glasses, the gleam from the fire causing us to look at her as she told Shtulls’ story. 
 
    “S-so…” Merli said, her armor moving to cover her again. “He doesn’t even know what he is?” 
 
    Des nodded as she smiled down at Shtulls. “His race and his parents… There’s no way to know for sure. He’s had a dungeon version of the last Demonic Emperor tell him that he was his father and a skeletal woman that he dreamed of tell him she was his mother. But he doesn’t trust either of them.” 
 
    “But that form he takes, it’s like our last Emperor but it feels different. More like a sacred beast or a guardian spirit.” Merli mused. “Even his Demonic Essence has no maliciousness, not even a tinge of anger. Has he never been wronged?” 
 
    Des began to talk in theories as I focused on cooking. Shtulls had always cooked for us, tailoring our meals to our tastes. So I wanted to cook something for him that told him how I feel. I know I’ve talked a lot about sammiches but he’s gone far beyond simple foods for me now. 
 
    That test back on my farm and now this dungeon. How can I make him see that it’s okay to be himself? How can I tell him to rely on us more? 
 
    I caught the tail-end of the conversation Des and Merli were having. 
 
    “So do you still want to bear his children?” Des asked when she was done with her exposition. 
 
    Merli seemed to shrink in on herself as she looked at the sword Shtulls had given her. “I may never understand what devotion is. But I know that this man is the one I’ve chosen. Even still, he has never tried to bed me since that time.” 
 
    “So when you were in the cave, he didn’t—” I started. 
 
    “No, but he made me a promise. Do you humans know what a promise is to a demon?” 
 
    Des and I shared a look and shook our heads as Paz sighed. 
 
    “A promise is a contract.” Merli said, “contracts mean everything to us. Demons and Devils alike hold contracts above all else. He promised me that he’d take responsibility for his mistakes and take care of me until I was safe.” 
 
    Before now, she’d been a lil’ stuffy like she was better than us. But now, she hugged her knees and hid her face, just like a girl would when she talked about her crush. 
 
    It made me feel strange to see her like that but I felt no jealousy. Shtulls didn’t have feelings like that for her. Just like with Des before, he mainly felt guilt and a sense of obligation. I wonder if this is how he felt about Helena. 
 
    Des smiled sadly as she stroked Shtulls’ hair. 
 
    She must be thinking something similar after hearing Merli’s story but for her, this was worse. 
 
    She’d cried a lot since the Grasslands even though she hadn’t cried even when her skin was growing back and her nerves were on fire. She still felt inadequate as a woman even though we always tried to make her feel better and now a new woman shows up. One that Shtulls can mate with… 
 
    I sat by Des and rubbed her fuzzy head before kissing her on the cheek. “Shtulls and I adore you. I’m sorry ‘bout earlier, Des. I… I have my insecurities too. Even if I know how he feels, I just wanna prove it sometimes. I want, him, to prove it…” 
 
    I returned to my cooking as Shtulls woke up for a second time. It warmed my heart to see how he and Des looked at each other but the way he looked at me warmed something else. 
 
    I know how I feel; I know how he feels...but… Is it all because of the blood-pact or does he really love me? 
 
    Dez fed him her bowl after she seasoned it. According to Shtulls, he once ate whatever he could get from begging when he was a Monk. They even made a dish out of it by mixing everything together. Maybe that’s the reason he’s the way he is. Being so young and having to beg, then having to serve your elders. Then there’s all his lost skills and spells, but— 
 
    I lost my train of thought as his eyes met mine and he smiled.  
 
    After I finished serving everyone their meals we tried again. We were so close! Feeling him inside me as I felt his immense pleasure flowing through our pact made me come almost immediately but I still had to pull away before my orgasm finished. I draw in more mana the better I feel and I knew he understood that. I guess Des and I have this in common. Neither of us can actually… No, I’m not going to think about that now! 
 
    After that, he fell asleep with me in his arms as if I was the most precious thing in the world to him. I knew that eating Legion had taken a drastic toll on his mind and even though his body was healed, he was still reliving that moment in his sleep. 
 
    But to hold me, the muscular farm-girl as if I was some dainty woman... 
 
    Des reached over and wiped my eyes. “It’s okay, Lain. It’s okay,” she said as she took off her glasses and lay in front of me. She held my head to her chest and memories of my mother flashed through my mind as I cried into her.   
 
    “Mm,” Mother… 
 
    “Shhh, I’m here for you.” Des said as she held me tighter. 
 
    Des was a natural nurturer even though she’d lost her mother as well. Feeling her tender embrace always caused unpleasant emotions to stir but she soothed them all away.  
 
    I know she’s not my mother but she has the same feeling to her sometimes. I felt so embarrassed, both for my feelings and for all the names I called her and how I treated her at my farm. She was going through an emotional meat grinder back then and all I could think about was how she was a rival. 
 
    We went through the next ten floors smoothly thanks to Shtulls’ experience and Des’ pathfinding. We avoided traps and deadends as we learned how to beat the monsters that gave us so much trouble before. 
 
    This dungeon was nothing like the Undead dungeon from my village, this one was smart and my holy arts did a lot less damage to these fleshy-bois. 
 
    Then, there we were at the next Boss Chamber so we rested again. Without the font’s restoration, we were all beat but Shtulls still held me and when we woke up, he left to get materials for Des. 
 
    We could’ve joined him but he knew we were still tired. Even when Des tried to stop him he just smiled and returned about an hour later. 
 
    Then when everyone was ready, he took my hand and we opened the doors. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 48: Boss 2 - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Raziel lit his torch so Lain wouldn’t have to use her Light spell. “Looks bad, boss,” he said as he fanned it around the room. 
 
    Bone pillars flanked us on either side as the torchlight made ominous shadows on the bloody walls. 
 
    Lain gripped my hand tighter as Des jumped onto Paz’s back and began to sense out the room with her wind-sense. 
 
    “There’s nothing here…” Des said as her eyes flitted around the room. 
 
    Raziel nodded in agreement as he spoke. “Maybe we should turn back or—” 
 
    “No,” I said as he winced. “We have to finish this. Rex wouldn’t have sent us here if there wasn’t something for us at the end.” 
 
    “But can you really trust him?” Raziel asked. 
 
    Could I? Rex had pulled a fast one on me in that hotel when he summoned Sherla but according to him he was just doing his shamantic duties in appeasing the dead. Whatever Rex was, dishonesty wasn’t a concept that Dragonewts took to. 
 
    “I trust his judgement. Even though he doesn’t reveal everything, he always has our interest at heart. Also, aren’t most shamans like that? I mean have you ever heard of a shaman that just tells it as it is?” 
 
    Dragonewts aside, every shaman I’ve spoken to, including otherworlders have always left things up to interpretation. Maybe they get a skill bonus from doing that or maybe it’s just a requirement of their class. 
 
    I mean can you imagine walking up to one and asking ‘where can I find the holy sword?’ And then having them say, ‘oh, two miles to the west, go through the second door on your right after you pass the old tree, then say the ancient words, ‘Meka Leka Hi Meka Hiney Ho!’ If you hit the Pits of Anguish then you’ve gone too far, just hang a left after the secret passage and you should see it after that.’ 
 
    Raziel shook his head and sighed as he continued to lead the way. 
 
    I don’t know why, but Merli clung to my side. I could tell that she was confused by something but as Lain squeezed my hand, I lost interest. 
 
    Raziel had always steered us right. He was with me in the alley when the Fire-blooded demon had taken me and he was the one that told Lain and Des to wait for my return. There weren’t many people in the world that still had faith in me and he’d always been a good friend. 
 
    “Ah!” I said as my head began to ache. “What is this?” 
 
    “Boss!” Raziel said as he rushed over to me. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    I clenched my teeth and fought through it. “I don’t know, maybe some kind of attack or—” 
 
    “Aargh!” Raziel yelled as he fell to his knees. 
 
    Des and Merli rushed over to him. Even though I’d been the one who defeated Merli, and saved Des, he was the one they fancied. But the look in Merli’s eyes showed anything but love for the man, even Des as she moved to be at his side...her eyes were vacant. 
 
    I ground my teeth as I saw a black throne in the center of the room and as I panted on the floor, I saw Lain run to Raziel. He was always there for… 
 
    ... 
 
    I was in the wailing hallway once more, surrounded by my own screams as the skeletal woman smiled at me. I felt my face become wet as painful tears streaked my cheeks. She held out her long thin arms and beckoned me to rest my head in her lap. 
 
    In her presence, she was always so regal, almost beautiful and I knew we had a very real connection. I swallowed as I lay my head in her bony lap and she soothed me for a long while until she spoke. 
 
    “You will never become a thrall.” She said as she looked down at me, filling me with love and warmth. “That is the gift I died to give you.” 
 
    Her wispy hair fell over me as I looked up into her hollow eyes. “Is this real?” 
 
    “Does it matter?” She shot back, her words harmonic yet pure. “You will know, the moment you awaken. So fret not, my foolish son. Just trust in yourself and all—” 
 
    ... 
 
    She faded away as my eyes shot open. A chill shot down my spine, practically shocking me awake as I saw everyone surrounding Raziel. Lain had pulled him into her lap as Merli and Des took turns feeding him. They all rested against Paz and the second I stood, four sets of hateful eyes gazed at me with scorn. 
 
    Lain leaped at me wielding her mace with both hands as she shattered the ground and activated an inferno spell. 
 
    Before anyone else could do anything, I used the light from her spell to dive behind a pillar as I tossed my pants at her. She made a cute sound as they hit her, obscuring her vision long enough for me to find better cover. 
 
    I equipped my Cocketrice Helmet and… 
 
    “B’caww! Bcaw! B’cocke!” 
 
    Des seemed to be in pain as I felt her familiar mana surround me followed by a few well aimed bolts. But I’d mana cycled with Des so much by now that I had no trouble at all distorting it. 
 
    “Bcaw!” 
 
    Paz crashed in front of me as his claws and jaws missed me, unable to harm me because of our contract. 
 
    I equipped two wooden bucklers and slammed one of them into his temple, knocking him out. 
 
    Lain accurately guessed where I would be and set off a Blizzard spell to slow me down as Merli took flight and… Searched fruitlessly for me. 
 
    “B’caw!” I screeched as I used my helm’s effect to paralyze her. 
 
    I caught her as she fell and sat her gently on the ground as I thrust my pelvis at Raziel. I pointed to him ominously as his face melted into a distorted frown. 
 
    “Just die!” He screamed as he took on a far more sinister form. 
 
    Des surprised me as her claws ripped through my clothes and stole a fraction of my health but as I turned to face her, Lain unleashed a Fire AOE so massive that it threatened to incinerate half the room. 
 
    I grabbed Des in my arms as she sank both claws into me and I covered her as my clothes burned off and the smell of my charred skin filled the air. 
 
    “W-why!?” Des said as she cried openly. 
 
    “Because I’m cocky,” I answered as I laid her down, gently. “And I love you.” 
 
    I turned my attention to Lain, it was harder to move now, but the fire had sealed my wounds so I knew I wasn’t going to bleed out immediately. Instead I had to worry about shock and dehydration. 
 
    But The Cockeman knew nothing about suffering. Yes, just trust in the Cocke, baby! 
 
    After tucking Des into a crevice, I turned to leave but when she reached out for me, her claws tore into my arm, severing my tendones. 
 
    “I—I’m so sorry! I—” 
 
    I gave her a pat on the head. “Never fear, The Cockeman is here! That’s right, chick, the Cockeman cometh!” 
 
    “But S-Shtulls, your arm, I—” 
 
    To defeat Lain with one arm…in my cursed form, there was no way I could do that. So I targeted Raziel but Lain blocked me at every turn. Finally she got frustrated and charged me with her mace. 
 
    Right before she hit, I activated Counter but because she’d trained with her father many times before so she just used the momentum to spin around and deliver an even more powerful blow. I used Counter again and grabbed her from behind as she spun even faster. I used her momentum to fling myself back into the darkness. 
 
    “Why,” She screamed. “Why am I crying!?” 
 
    “Because you love this Cocke!” I yelled as I hit the black throne in the middle of the room. It’s spiney thorns tore into my flesh and I struggled to free myself as Lain approached me, her mace still thirsty for my blood. 
 
    This was bad, I could feel the thorns grinding against my ribs and spine as I tried to lift myself off of them and with each second, Lain got closer. 
 
    My head jerked to the side as my curse switched my equipment. I was now wearing my tacky red suit and the wailing mask from the cellars. I used its magic to dissolve the thorns and take my rightful seat on the throne. 
 
    “Ooh, young lady, you truly lack the decorum and tact to fully understand your actions. To attack your master, really!? Bow and accept your overlord or I shall truly prove to you how I—” It didn’t matter what I said in this mask. If I spoke even a decibel above a whisper, it all sounded like a woman’s scream. So that’s all she heard. 
 
    But like the regal lord my curse suddenly wanted me to be, I waved my hand and vanished into a pitfall of my own making. 
 
    “Sh-Shtulls!?” 
 
    I could feel Lain’s confusion through our pact. 
 
    I peered through the bones of a nearby pillar and laid traps all around Raziel. If he stood, if he walked, even if he spoke, then that was it. The whole room was set in darkness so I had complete control over it. 
 
    I saw it from an overhead view and set the traps I knew well enough to string together as I hid in the pillar. 
 
    Lain screamed as she held her head like I did after we entered this room. She was trying to break free of Raziel’s influence. He laughed in his true form as he… Made the biggest mistake of his life by moving. 
 
    This mask had zero offensive abilities. It could only set traps like I’d seen in other dungeons but I’ve been through almost all of them. That meant that I could bend the rules. 
 
    If he stands, then a steel boulder drops. If a steel boulder drops then a kick trap activates. 
 
    A steel boulder dropped on the far side of the room and a demonic foot made of stone kicked it. 
 
    Raziel barely had time to notice as the baulder knocked him across the room, bouncing off of the far wall to hit him again. Then I activated a pitfall and a second baulder above him as he fell, there was no way to escape. 
 
    There was a sickening crunch from the bottom to the pit and then…nothing. For the longest time, nothing happened other than Lain searching for me. 
 
    The mask I wore had used my mana in an attempt to seal my wounds but I’d already lost too much blood. I've felt this feeling before, many times now. I only knew of one way to save myself but… 
 
    I exited the pillar and took on my demonic form as Lain squared off against me and Merli’s petrification wore off. 
 
    Then, to my horror, a dark form seeped out of the pit I’d made and took its rightful place on the throne. 
 
    “Oh! I see, I see!” Raziel said in his true form. “That’s why you’re so hard to kill!” 
 
    Merli stumbled and he beckoned her to sit in his lap as he gestured toward Paz and Des, renewing his spell over them. 
 
    I laughed. Then he tilted his head as he spoke, “Is your death really that amusing to you, former hero?” 
 
    I held one of my four hands out as I wiped my eyes with another. “You’ll know why, but you won’t.” 
 
    He shook his head and dismissed my words as everyone except Merli attacked me. He was holding her as a hostage. 
 
    Possession F-. Was it enough to undo his masterful illusion magic? No. But it was enough to give Merli a single command. She leapt from his lap and cast stasis on him. 
 
    Then the rest stopped their attack and looked at me dumbfounded as their memories returned. 
 
    Even in my demonic form, I was spent. The last thing I noticed as I collapsed was a blue glow in Lain’s eyes. Her anger flooded me like a tsunami as eight Holy javelins formed behind her. She and Des joined hands and that number doubled as Des fell, drained. Then it was Merli’s turn, but Merli didn’t fall. She kept enough of herself to cast one more spell. 
 
    “...Shtulls…” Lain said as she made an expression I never wanted to see again. “How dare he make me hurt you!!” 
 
    The second Merli’s stasis spell ended was the same second I passed out but, I’ll never forget Raziel’s screams as he was pelted with enough Holy Javelins to fill the entire room. 
 
    The next time I woke up, I was resting against Paz’s dander with Lain, Des and Merli laid over me. My jerkin was wet with sweat and tears as I looked around the room. We were still in the boss room but Raziel’s corpse still sat, horrified and dying, on his throne. Skewered by hundreds of holy javelins; he was barely alive. 
 
    Everyone had given their mana to Lain but this was as far as they got. The boss still lived and no one had enough energy left to finish him, except for me. Well, not really, I had no energy; I just recovered a little sooner. 
 
    “Come to—” Raziel spat blood as he spoke, “gloat…?” 
 
    “No, I’m going to eat you.” 
 
    “Ha, HAHAHA!” He burst out into laughter as I took on my unbound form. “That’s right! This is how an Emperor should be!” 
 
    He laughed all the way up until his head crunched in my teeth. 
 
    When I was done, I changed my tattered clothes and found my pants before settling against Paz again. 
 
    I’d gained Illusion F- and my Possession had been upgraded from F- to F. 
 
    Somehow, I expected to gain mind control or something but I don’t think Raziel was the original one. He was probably a re-creation of the original that the dungeon created by using the remnants of his demonic essence. 
 
    Though it's hard to say if Legion was also a recreation, it’s likely. When I consumed the Demon in Lain’s village I got everything. With these two, not so much. 
 
    They were probably pale imitations of the demons they once were but Raziel seemed to have more intelligence than a dungeon monster should. 
 
    I had questions, so I poked Merli’s cheek to wake her up but she just rolled over, forcing me to get up and leave my happy place by Lain’s side. 
 
    I looked down at her as she slept. She looked so peaceful for once. Usually she had a slight frown and a standoffish nature but I knew who she really was now. Both from our second meeting where she cried and from our time spent trapped in the mine but this was probably the first time I actually looked at her. 
 
    She was much smaller than she’d been in her previous form but I’d noticed that she grew maybe two feet taller during combat. That must be because of Physical Enhancement S. But while she was asleep, she was only slightly taller than Des. Her light pink hair danced in her soft breaths along her burnt violet skin. Her organic armor only covered her in a few places and even though her height was less, her breasts were still huge…  
 
    Let’s stop being creepy now, yeah? 
 
    I reached down to shake her shoulder but the curse made another low effort move and I grabbed her breast instead, shaking it. 
 
    Her face scrunched up for a second as her soft eyes fluttered open and a cold sweat ran down my back. But she smiled, her eyes still unfocused as she pulled me down and held me in a vice-like embrace. Her organic armor receded and she held my face to her chest as she rested her chin on my head. 
 
    “Mm…” She smacked her lips as she yawned. Then after resting her leg on my waist she was out again. 
 
    I stayed stuck in her embrace for a few moments, just blinking in confusion as I enjoyed the extra soft, pillowy feeling of her… Enough! 
 
    I began to tickle her until she laughed so hard she let me go, then, even though I meant to stop, the curse made me continue. 
 
    “Ahaha! S-s-stooop! I’m gonna—” 
 
    “Yes, Melighatia! I shall vanquish you!” 
 
    “I-I, NOOO!” 
 
    The great Merlighatia just peed herself…and is she panting? 
 
    She looked up at me with longing as she softly bit her lip and even though her skin tone was strange, I could tell she was blushing. 
 
    I’m so sorry I didn’t mean to do— Mmph! 
 
    She pulled me down and kissed me. Kissing wasn’t something demons did normally but I’d taught her long ago and she remembered. 
 
    I gently supported her head as she parted her lips as allowed my tongue to into her hot mouth. She shivered in my embrace and pressed her chest against mine as I… NO! 
 
    I reached over to Lain and regained myself before picking Merli up and taking her to a more private spot to wash her. 
 
    That wasn’t any better. I’d used some of my saved font water and put my hands in places they shouldn’t have gone but as Merli moaned, I finished washing her and she finished in a different way. 
 
    It felt a little odd that she was trying to force her mana into me whenever we touched but she was probably just copying what I’d done to her. 
 
    I shook my head to clear my thoughts as I brought up Raziel. 
 
    “Raziel, huh…” I said, doing my best to ignore Merli’s nudity. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    He was a powerful demon lord, wasn’t he? “He had a powerful schlong, didn’t he?” 
 
    I forgot! How could I forget what the curse was like when it was unrestrained? And now I had twice the mana regen so it was always full. 
 
    “Uh...schlong?” Merli said, tilting her head slightly as she put a finger to her mouth. “I don’t know that word but he was the master of minions and manipulation. It was said that most of the army that sieged the Draconic Emperor was under his control at one time or another.” 
 
    So we’re just going up the rankings here but— 
 
    Merli leaned against me on shaky legs as I helped her back towards Paz to rest. I’d almost forgotten that everyone had gone all out both physically and mentally.  
 
    I layed Merli down on Des’s side and after giving me a small kiss, she passed out. So I gave up on gathering any more info and laid by Lain. Even in her sleep, she naturally snuggled up next to me and for the moment, all was right in the world. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 49: Wrong - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    The tighter I held Lain the more angry I got. This dungeon had tried to convince me that Lain loved another. True, we won but what if we didn’t? Would she have died thinking she loved her murderer? 
 
    Everyone was still beat, snoring so soundly that I began to worry. So, I fell into my old habit of doing maintenance on our equipment. By now, it was a mindless task but it somehow gave me a great sense of satisfaction. I mostly had access to my own weapons but Lain’s flanged mace and Merli’s zweihander were out, so I cleaned and sharpened them as well. 
 
    After that, I took a small nap then I built a fire and used a few tiny slices of meat along with some salt to season it. 
 
    We were starting to run out of food. It took us a long time to get here from the Dragonewt village and we were running out of the supplies they gave us. Of course I still had Paz’s undesirable meat collection and all the food we never used for the Wrought Iron Tomb but even if I added everything together, that would only buy us another week. 
 
    So after this room, it was font water only for us. 
 
    Eventually everyone was ready to go after drinking their soup, so we ventured on. 
 
    Things had changed again. The traps, puzzles and even the monsters all had a new theme; acid. Though the walls were still flesh-colored, the hallways had vanished, forcing us to fight on slippery walkways where one fall would mean a painful death. 
 
    “Des, let's do D7!” 
 
    “Yes, Master!” 
 
    D7 was a way of fighting that relied heavily on the Tank (Lain). Basically, you’d have all the enemies gather around them and then knock them over the edge. 
 
    Thanks to Merli’s stasis spell it was a super effective strategy. Whenever it seemed like Lain would be overrun, Merli cast Stasis and Lain became an immovable, invincible object. Then it fell to us to knock the acidic slimes and fleshy creatures off. 
 
    We used this strategy right up until the next safe room. This time, there was no feeling of home or comfort, we all drank font water as a meal and collapsed together.  
 
    Then, Merli and I cycled demonic essences with Des again until Lain had to save her.  
 
    After that we charged on, then on and on. Twenty floors later, with all our energy spent, we stumbled into the next safe zone. 
 
    Our weapons and Lain’s armor were looking pretty bad at this point. Even Paz’s fur and feathers were in bad shape along with Des’s body stocking and my last set of good clothes. At this rate, Des and I will end up wearing our gaudy clothes after we leave. 
 
    Slimes are terrible for weapons and acidic slimes are the worst. Even though the other enemies gradually changed as we went deeper, the slimes were always there. This dungeon must be trying to break our equipment before the final battle. 
 
    “I’ll help you,” Des said as she sat by me, cross legged. 
 
    She grabbed the sword I’d been using and took out her equipment. A sharpening stone, a metal file, some rough cloth, oil and some soft leather for polishing. It was the same equipment I usually used. 
 
    I looked at her and smiled. “Sometimes I forget what a good pupil you were.” 
 
    Des blushed slightly as she smiled back at me, then we both worked in silence for a while as Lain began to build a fire. 
 
    I’d been swapping out my weapons to reduce the strain on them but by far the most corroded weapon here was Merli’s zweihander. 
 
    It was slightly bent and still had chunks of monster and bits of acidic slime gunked up on its blade. 
 
    “Lain, you can put your armor down by me, I’ll get to it after we finish with Merli’s sword.” 
 
    Lain smiled as she stripped off her armor. I’d almost forgotten that she didn’t wear much under it. Actually, I don’t think Lain wears a bra, not even normally. I know she owns a few but… 
 
    I watched her through her sheer top as she used some of her own ingredients along with the font water to make us a light soup. Lain’s breasts weren’t the largest but they were mine and that made them the most beautiful. 
 
    I took out a wire brush and got to work scraping the gunk off of Merli’s sword. After I was done with that, I carefully bent it back into shape and ‘Shtulls Dick’ was ready for cleaning and polishing. 
 
    “I’ll handle the rest,” Des said as she grabbed the pommel. 
 
    “Are you sure? You’ll have to work it hard and with your strength it might take you a while.” 
 
    “I can handle it! It was mine to begin with.” 
 
    I gave her a quick pat on the head then turned my attention to Lain’s armor. 
 
    Believe it or not, this is the first time I’ve had to do maintenance on it. The armor that Holy Knights wear is blessed and thicker than a paladin’s. But more importantly, it smelled like Lain even through all the sticky muck that coated it. Just smelling her sweat had me pitching a tent. 
 
    I looked at her as she stirred her soup and she did a cute little wave at me. 
 
    I picked up her breastplate and I couldn’t even imagine fighting properly in something this bulky. No wonder she doesn’t dodge well or move fast when she’s wearing this stuff.  
 
    I washed it with some font water and soap before brushing it for a while. Soon, Des and I were done and it was time to eat. 
 
    Lain sat in front of me and I pulled her close, softly kissing the back of her neck. She giggled then pushed me away. “Don’t,” she protested with a full on blush. “I stink right now…” 
 
    I licked her neck and she shivered in my arms. “You smell delicious. Maybe I should eat you instead of your soup.” 
 
    She looked at me hungrily and we shared a moment before we actually ate. 
 
    “I think I would like that…” Lain said, leaning back into me. “But you know we can’t, yet.” 
 
    I looked at Merli and Des who were both blushing a bit, having overheard our conversation and Lain followed my line of sight. 
 
    “We can,” I said as I pulled Des closer. 
 
    “N-no, you and Merli once—” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Merli said as she sat on my other side. “I helped you before, didn’t I?” 
 
    Marli held my hand and her mana flowed freely into me as I kissed Lain so she could feel it. 
 
    Lain took a deep breath and began to undress. “Okay, but this time, you’re involved. I won’t let Shtulls fuck you but you can do everything else.” 
 
    It’s a strange feeling you get when you know something like this is about to happen. What was once a fantasy will soon be a reality. That second when you know what’s about to happen, it’s both frightening and arousing beyond words. 
 
    I stood and Lain helped me undress as she kissed me ravenously. Moments later she was laying on the cold stone floor with her thick muscular legs spread as she beckoned me. 
 
    “Not so fast,” I said as I kissed Des and fondled Merli. “This is something for all of us.” 
 
    Lain looked at me with a fire in her eyes. I’d almost forgotten how she got off to watching Des and I that time after the curse had made me jealous of nothing. But she loved Des, Merli, not so much. 
 
    I helped Des undress as she blushed at me, her green eyes filled with shame and arousal. I had her lie down next to Lain as she rested her head on Lain’s soft chest and began sucking her. 
 
    Merli’s organic armor was already gone as I had her do the same. Then I knelt between Lain’s legs and entered Des and Merli with my fingers. 
 
    Lain had a thick patch of light blue pubic hair and the most beautiful entrance I’d ever seen. Of course, I’ve seen her’s more than a few times, but this was the first time I’d be burying my face in it. She had subtle lips, a light pink color and a slightly pronounced clit. 
 
    I gently kissed my way down her thighs as I lingered for a moment, letting her feel my breath. Then I used my tongue, subtly at first, tasting her as I gently licked around her lips. She arched her back and I knew it was time. 
 
    I softly licked her clit for a while as she jerked around, then I sucked it, attacking it slowly with my tongue. 
 
    I didn’t neglect Des or Merli either. I was two fingers in as I used my thumbs on them.   
 
    Somehow, through manacycling we reached a perfect harmony with Lain at the center. Her cute moans echoed off the walls as Merli and Des clung to her chest. 
 
    Lain finished first, the powerful muscles of her sex twitching against my mouth as Des and Meli followed seconds later. I came but I wasn’t done, now it was my turn. I ran the the length of my shaft along Lain’s slick sex but I knew that everyone was too spent for me to enter her. 
 
    Des moved down Lain’s abs and took me into her skillful mouth as I continued to grind my base against Lain. 
 
    Merli sat up and began to kiss me as she guided my hand back between her legs. Soft, wet noises filled the room as my head went numb and I began to thrust faster. I held Des’s head down as I felt my orgasm building. 
 
    I kissed Merli so hard that she was shocked for a moment as I filled Des’ mouth with my seed. My whole body jerked forward as I came and Lain came with me. Merli was next but Des was still struggling to swallow me. 
 
    Then, when it was done, I looked down at the amazing scene I’d left. 
 
    Des’ face and Lain’s stomach were covered with my seed as Merli’s eyes went wild as she licked them both clean, wagging her ass at me as if inviting me to enter her. 
 
    I leaned down and rested on top of Lain as she panted softly and ran her fingers through my hair and around my neck. “That was amazing, Shtulls…!” 
 
    Lain pulled Des and Merli up to join us and we all kind of cuddled together for a while. Normally I wouldn’t lay on a woman but as Lain always says, she’s strong. So she didn’t seem uncomfortable under my weight. 
 
    As Lain gently massaged me, I lay my head between her breasts and listened to her heartbeat until I fell asleep. 
 
    At some point during the night, I must’ve rolled over because now I was laying on Lain’s arm as Des stared at me. I closed my eyes for a moment but when I opened them again, Des was still staring at me with a slight blush. 
 
    “I didn’t… That second time, I never...finished.” 
 
    I pulled her close as she tucked her arms to her chest and I kissed the top of her head. “It’s been a while since you last ‘stretched’ hasn’t it?” I whispered into her ear. 
 
    I rolled over and pulled her on top of me. I kissed her for a while as I ran my fingers down her narrow back. Her scars were all gone now but I could still feel her blackened veins. The hexes and curses she lived through had left their mark but to me and Lain she was still a lovely girl. 
 
    True she was still slender and weak but her face had returned to its former beauty and her hair was coming back in. I ran my fingers over her head and relished the feeling. Soft, fluffy and thick. The lengths were mismatched but she was still beautiful even after everything she’d been through and Merli's demonic essence had started to take root and her muscles had begun to return. 
 
    She gasped as she felt me grow hard against her. 
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked as I gently spread her legs and pulled her up to meet lil’ Shtulls.  
 
    She hugged my face to her chest and let out a raspy “yes.” 
 
    I gently entered her, feeling her uncanny wetness as she moaned into my ear. I forced her down as I pressed up and after I was almost halfway in, I met resistance. 
 
    “You’re doing so well, Des.” I said as I throbbed inside her. “And you feel amazing.” 
 
    She tensed up on top of me as she began to breathe heavily as if she was readying herself for what was about to happen. 
 
    “I’m going to push harder now.” I said as I began to force myself into her slowly. 
 
    She winced and I could feel her frantic heartbeat as I forced another inch into her. I could tell she was in a lot of pain but her arousal canceled it out. 
 
    I forced myself farther and farther until something gave and Des screamed. 
 
    I quickly covered her mouth as her drool seeped into my hands and she came. I’d penetrated her inner gates and as they spasmed frantically around my head I filled her with my seed. 
 
    We both lay there as I enjoyed the feeling of being inside her, even though we were no closer to full penetration. Lain leaned over and kissed us both on the cheek before going back to sleep. 
 
    Is this what love feels like? This level of devotion and acceptance… 
 
    Several minutes passed and I grew soft enough to slip out of Des’ depths, though I still stayed inside her. Apparently a madam once told her that to, um, expand herself, she needed to stretch it for at least two hours a day. 
 
    But none of that mattered to me. It was more like something she’d developed an obsession for. She felt like she couldn’t satisfy me unless she could take everything. But bodies don’t work that way; at least I think they don’t. 
 
    I ran my fingers down her back lightly, causing her to shiver as she was still overly sensitive after her orgasm. I felt myself getting hard again but this time I didn’t force myself inside her, instead I just enjoyed the feeling of our connection. 
 
    “Two hours, huh?” 
 
    “Y-yeah…” 
 
    I could tell from the way her insides gripped me that she was still uncomfortable. So I began to massage her. Starting with her tiny shoulders and moving on to her back. I focused on the spots where she seemed tense as I gradually made my way down her body. 
 
    When I reached her glutes she tensed up again for a moment but as I rubbed her, she cooed softly into my ear. When I began working her hamstrings I started thrusting again in soft slow motions and even though she began to pant again, her body was still relaxed. 
 
    I pushed myself deeper until I felt the same resistance from before but this time I stopped. This was her current limit, half my length. 
 
    “Des?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Did I ever tell you that I think you’re adorable?” 
 
    “N-no, but you did call me cute and… Thank you…” 
 
    I swelled inside her as my body proved the point I was trying to make. “No, I mean it. You were a fantastic student and you became a wonderful woman. Lain and I are both blessed to have you.” 
 
    She blushed again as she tried to hide her face but the second she moved her hand I thrust into her and she froze. 
 
    “Roll over and let me get your front.” I ordered. 
 
    She did as I asked and I got the pleasure of entering her again. Des had an appeal all of her own. She was cute and girly when her glasses were off and she was logical and practical when they were on but she was always sexy. She was a person that no one would think twice about but to the person she loved she became so much more. 
 
    I gently pushed down until I was buried as deep as I could go without hurting her, then I began to massage her chest. She wasn’t entirely flat as she had two small mounds and her nipples were slightly larger than you’d expect but that’s what made them sexy. You could easily grip and tease them which drove her crazy. She had a complex about her breasts, so after playing with them for a while I whispered into her ear. 
 
    “Can I have them?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your perky little tits and your perfect nipples. I want you to tell me that they’re mine.” 
 
    “Th-they’re yours, Master...” 
 
    I moved my mouth close to her ears as I whispered. “I love them Des, I love every last little part of you.” 
 
    She clenched her teeth as her body began to shake and her muscles quivered around me. She came from words alone. 
 
    I held her close, hugging her until she finished, then I dried her tears as she sobbed softly. 
 
    I just held her for the longest while, as I looked over at Lain who was smiling happily in her sleep. Lain had allowed this, she supported it and she was here for both of us. Even though I was cursed and Des was destroyed, Lain loved us both. 
 
    “We might have children,” I said as Des hugged my arm. 
 
    She nodded as she shivered. “Yeah…” 
 
    “How does that make you feel?” 
 
    She kissed my arm and I could feel her smile. “It would be a dream come true...for me at least.” 
 
    I've been letting my smaller head make the decisions lately. Probably because I knew that it wasn’t likely that Des and I could conceive, at least not easily. But I wanted Lain to bear my children first. Still, I think Des would be a good mother and I’m going to settle down with her someday, so I don’t regret filling her, loving her and cherishing her. 
 
    I spread her legs and began softly pumping into her until I felt myself building again. “Des, I’m going to—” 
 
    “Do it! I want it inside me!” 
 
    I filled her one last time then we both snuggled up to Lain as Merli’s eyes met mine.  
 
    With a slight sense of guilt, I fell asleep again. 
 
    I woke up suddenly as I slid between Lain’s thighs. She pressed her soft chest against me as she arched her hips but something was different this time. She reached behind her as she thrust her pelvis flush against mine and guided Lil’ Shtulls into a new place. 
 
    Merli gasped as she pressed her ass against Lain’s and I sat up on my elbow to see what Lain had done. 
 
    Even if it was only a little bit, I was inside of Merli. 
 
    “Lain, why—” 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay just this once.” 
 
    Merli gasped as Lain held her hips in place. Even if I was only a few inches inside her I felt her heat and mana radiating throughout my body. 
 
    Lain shivered as she felt my pleasure as if it were her own. Then she began to move her hips again, being careful to keep me inside of Merli. 
 
    Merli had bent over, surrendering to Lain’s machinations and giving herself over to pleasure as she readily bucked herself against Lain’s ample ass. 
 
    The exquisite pleasure I felt from having Lain’s sweat slicked body pressed flat against me along with the heat from Merli’s birth canal drove me over the edge. Of course whenever Lain and I did anything sexual, we both felt it. So this was no surprise but Merli wasn’t far behind us and I was shocked that Lain allowed me to fill her. 
 
    Merli rolled away, still twitching as my seed spilled from… Demons do anal? I opened my mouth to ask, but Lain cut me off with a long kiss and I melted in her arms. 
 
    Lain smiled at me mischievously as she began to say something but now it was my turn to cut her off. I kissed her for a long time as I rubbed her soft, shapely breasts. There was no one in the world that was like Lain. She was my everything and I wanted her to know it. 
 
    “Lain, I fucking love you!” 
 
    She kissed me again before she spoke. “You better, mister! I love you too dammit!” 
 
    Lain reached over and pulled Merli in, laying the demoness on top of us. Merli’s breasts practically cascaded onto Lain’s chest and Lain immediately began groping her. The demoness moaned softly as she looked at me for help but I was still locked between Lain’s powerful legs and drunk off of Lain’s excitement. 
 
    Lain and I were close, so we’d talked about everything. Our blood pact and our mutual attraction was only the tip of the iceberg that was our connection. 
 
    We literally had everything in common other than the fact she didn’t like spicy food or vegetables. So I knew, due to her earlier experiences, she didn’t like men much. And because she saw herself as less than womanly she came to admire beautiful women. 
 
    But I’d been inside of Lain and she was definitely a woman. In all the ways I could ever imagine, she was the perfect woman for me but that didn’t stop her from wanting the things that I couldn’t provide her. 
 
    If I never appeared, then Lain probably would’ve eventually settled down with another woman. One with very large, supple breasts and given her previous inclinations, probably a beast-kin.  
 
    But we somehow found each other, and— 
 
    “Shtulls, check it out, she’s so soft!” Lain said as she guided my hand to Merli’s other breast.  
 
    I squeezed it until my fingers sunk in and Merli began to moan. That’s when it hit me. Lain and I weren’t just lovers, we were friends. We fought together, laughed together and slept together but we always had fun. Lain transcended the boundaries of a simple mate or lover and became someone whom I related to. 
 
    “You’re right,” I answered, “and her reactions are precious!” 
 
    “I know, right~ I...I want to use her as a pillow!” 
 
    I leaped over to Merli’s other side and we both lay our heads on her massive fun-bags. 
 
    “Ooh~! It’s so soft and warm,” Lain said as she looked up at Merli’s blushing face. “I could get used to this!” 
 
    I was already falling asleep as I spoke. “Yeah, Merli is probably in my top three ranking of breasts. Of course, you’re number one, Lain.” 
 
    “Foolish human...a-and Shtulls… I am not to be,” I took her nipple into my mouth. “Ah~!” 
 
    Together we tamed Merlighatia the great. It was hardly a battle because despite Merli’s protests, I could tell she was intrigued by what Lain could do. Lain had some experience with women even before Des and her skillful fingers had Merli begging for more.  
 
    Then as Lain ran her tongue around Merli’s breasts, Merli gave in. Finishing for the first time from a woman’s embrace. 
 
    Even though I was ready to go again after watching them, I felt like something was wrong. Sure, we were all very sexually inclined but we weren’t at this level. Something had been stirring us on. 
 
    Was this really a safe room? 
 
    I stood after kissing Lain and Merli. I longed to kiss Lain some more but something was wrong here. 
 
    I went to find Paz who was curled up alone in the far corner of the room. 
 
    “Shtulls…” 
 
    “Paz…” 
 
    I took out a bit from his reserve and carved off a piece to feed to him. “Has anything strange happened here?” 
 
    “You lot have been breeding like rabbits for the last two weeks. Other than that, no.” 
 
    “T-two weeks!?” 
 
    “Yes, day in, day out you’ve all been—” 
 
    “No, wasn’t it only a night!? I swear it’s only been a night!” 
 
     “Two weeks,” Paz said with a sigh. “Constant breeding.” 
 
    I looked up at the ceiling and noticed something for the first time. If Rex had come with us then he would’ve noticed it immediately but we were blind to ancient runes. 
 
    Yes, this was a safe room but it was one that was meant to keep us here so the dungeon could feed off of us. Luckily Paz wasn’t affected because there were no female Pazazus or Fenrirs here for him but we were basically helpless against our desires. 
 
    I returned to see Lain and Merli making out, their breasts pressed together as Des masterbated while watching them. The ceiling glowed and my pants grew tight but I knew we had to leave before I was sucked back in. 
 
    I tossed all our equipment back into my storage and ushered everyone out into the hallway. 
 
    Everyone looked at each other as we all remembered this or that but no one regretted anything. We were all extremely sexual people and our time spent in time-lapse debauchery only cemented our relationships farther. 
 
    I was now fully aware of Lain’s feelings and how well they meshed with mine. 
 
    She kissed me and I knew that our time there wasn’t wasted. We’d reached an understanding that might have taken us a few years to come to. 
 
    “So,” I began awkwardly. “You like ladies more than I thought you did…” 
 
     “Yeppers,” Lain said without an ounce of awkwardness. “But, you’re still my man!” 
 
    We all took some time to re-equip ourselves before we headed down to the next floor. 
 
    “What the hell?” I said as the new monsters appeared. 
 
    “This doesn’t make any sense!” Des said, echoing my sentiment. 
 
    There was zero transition here. The walls were made of spinning gears and the fleshy themes that used to be prevalent were replaced by clockwork monstrosities. Strange perversions of flesh and steam. 
 
    It was something I’d never seen before and I’ve visited every known dungeon in both the demonic empire and the human kingdom. 
 
    We stayed in the stairwell for a while as we watched them. They were corpses, fused with golems… No, that doesn’t even begin to describe them. Though their heads or what was left of them looked dead, their eyes watched us. 
 
    I’ve fought more undead than anyone else and I rarely felt sick but these things— 
 
    “Hwargh!” 
 
    “Des!” Lain said as Des emptied her stomach on the ground. 
 
    We retreated halfway up the stairs until Des recovered. She’s always like this, weak at first but she always overcomes it, just like with flying. But I don’t blame her; whatever those things were, they were monuments to suffering and perversion. 
 
    A steam golem is strong enough as is. Why would someone fuse it with corpses? 
 
    After coming up with a defensive strategy of Lain and I taking on the tanking roles with Merli in support and Des and Paz on offense, we carefully proceeded. 
 
    Then, we quickly found out why they’d grafted corpses onto steam golems. 
 
    Magic… 
 
    They were all offensive casters that used the Fire and Ice mana of a steam golem’s core to attack us with. They could also think and adapt, as if their minds were still intact, caught in a perpetual hell of unlife. 
 
    When I meet this core, I’m going to give a real good talking to! 
 
    Thanks to Merli’s barrier and Lain’s healing, we survived but after that one floor, we were in dire need of a Healing Font. But this dungeon had been inconsistent with its safe rooms. It even placed runes in them, which technically didn’t cause harm. 
 
    Even after mentoring so many Dungeon Cores, I still only knew a fraction about them. Mainly because they themselves were mostly ignorant of who or what they were. But they did have a hivemind of sorts and their own internal rankings based on their mana, souls and captured life essences. Now I’d have to add demonic essence to that list as well. 
 
    But they had rules, even this one. 
 
    We rested for a while and mana-cycled to help Lain and Merli recover. We were depending on them both heavily now.  
 
    Des, Paz and I were practically useless at defending against spells and when you killed the corpse, it just became a normal steam golem which was almost entirely immune to physical attacks. 
 
    True, they weren’t chromium or Iron golems and you could disable them by jamming your weapon into their gears but that would break your weapon, so it was a last resort. 
 
    Des sat in my lap as I filled her with a constant stream of mana thanks to my regen. Merli and Lain sat on either side of us holding Des’ hand as they drew in Des’ neutral mana. 
 
    This gave me time to think. If this dungeon didn’t want to play by the rules, then why should I? From the very first dungeon I ever beat onwards, I’ve always taken the cheapest route. I entered dungeons to survive and they tried to kill me for the same reason. When locked in that same struggle for life and death, we form a weird bond. That’s when I stop seeing a dungeon as a place and start gauging its personality. 
 
    This dungeon is rotten, both inside and out. It was a twisted amalgamation of Emperors that fed on the blood of thousands and the resentment of the fallen. 
 
    It could even give the Draconic Dungeon a run for its money. But I could see why it wasn’t popular. It was a taboo place for demons and to beat Legion you’d either need a small army of mages or a demonic candidate. 
 
    This place hardly cared about your mana, it wanted your soul and your essence to add to its army. If there was ever an evil dungeon then this was the place. 
 
    So, I’m going to stop playing its game now. 
 
    “Let’s cheese it.” 
 
    Des nodded as Lain tilted her head. 
 
    I explained the plan I’d come up with after the last floor. 
 
    They didn’t attack you on the stairwell, that was a normal rule in a dungeon. But most other dungeons had countermeasures, such as long twisting hallways etc… For whatever reason, this dungeon just dumped all its steam-zombies in one large circular room, likely so that they could all target us. But now, that logic would work against it. 
 
    Des would be the sniper and I would be the runner. I’d taunt them and bring them back toward the stairs then Des would snipe the zombies and Lain would begin casting her spells to destroy their steam golem components. 
 
    It worked all too well. 
 
    We made it down another nine floors before things changed. 
 
    Our old tactics became obsolete as our enemies became chaotic mishmashes of flesh and metal. Every inch of this place was boobytrapped. It was only thanks to my experience that I was still able to perform my role as a master baiter. 
 
    I lured the enemies that now resembled insects into their own traps and only the strongest were able to make it back to the stairwell where Lain slaughtered them. 
 
    The tricky part was getting everyone through to the next stairwell. Dex and Paz had no problems and Merli adapted but Lain practically walked through the traps, healing herself after each one. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind.” I said as I picked my wife up. I was thankful for my strength because Lain in full Holy Armor weighed about three hundred pounds. 
 
    I could feel her smiling at me underneath her helm as I dodged spears, guillotines and wall smashes. After a while, it became like a dance and Lain’s sturdy weight just made me work harder. 
 
    “God, it would be so sexy if she wore this armor while riding me. I think I’d be done for in seconds if she held me down while I entered her soft sweet...Dammit!” Low effort Curse, really!? Are you still using this trick? 
 
    “Then, we’ll do it later.” Lain said as I felt her excitement building through our link. 
 
    The next few floors were hell. Nothing fun or exciting, just clearing the room then guiding everyone through as I literally carried Lain. Though now she was only wearing her robes, so that part got a lot easier. 
 
    Finally we reached a safe room. But after investigating it we found that it was a rare pre-boss safe room. The sort that usually meant we’d reached the end of the dungeon or an extremely powerful boss. 
 
    I began weapon and armor maintenance as Lain slipped off to talk to the others. Luckily there wasn’t much to do here as only I’d been getting hit for the last few floors. So I was done in twenty minutes. I then built a fire and used the font waters to make a simple soup. 
 
    I felt a little lonely because Des hadn’t joined me to oil and sharpen and Lain hadn’t helped me cook. Even Merli usually hung around me, asking this or that about tactics or delving. 
 
    “I guess it’s just you and me, partner.” I said as I leaned against Paz and gave him his soup with a side of meat. 
 
    “Partner…” he said, before lapping down his soup in one go. “No one has called me that before but I like the sound of it.” 
 
    I took a sip of my soup and watched the three women laugh together. “Well get used to it. We have a mutually beneficial contract so—” 
 
    “Cut it, Shtulls. Other than the two week notice, our contract is a joke. You probably only included that part so I wouldn’t be able to betray you easily.” 
 
    “That’s true. I’ve dealt with High Demons, demonic lawyers and everyone in between.” I said, smiling. “But the whole reason I wanted to keep you around was because she liked you.” 
 
    “Lain?” 
 
    “Yep, but also Des. The two of them grew attached to you and I couldn't say no. Even though I knew we might have to take on your god’s champions someday.” 
 
    “Y-You knew about that!?” 
 
    “Of course, I had many summoners and tamers in my army. Hell, we might have even met before.” 
 
    “I think I’d remember—” Paz started but I shushed him. 
 
    I took a helm from my item storage and his wolfy eyes lit up with recognition. 
 
    “I can’t wear it anymore. It has a skill and mana requirement that’s impossible for most people to meet.” 
 
    “Y-you were…” He stammered. “You…” 
 
    “Keep this secret between us. It’s not like I’m ashamed or anything, it’s just embarrassing now.” 
 
    “Em-embarrassing? This means that you were your own—” 
 
    “Shh, they’re whispering over there so we should do the same.” 
 
    Paz ate his measly side of meat, never taking his eyes off me. As I never took my eyes off Lain. 
 
    This Helm that I could never wear again was the helmet of my best friend. My general if you prefer. He died early on but not in battle. He was assassinated by a harlot in a tavern. But I didn’t want that to be his legacy. So when I wanted to mingle with the lower ranks I would put on his blessed helm and sit with them. 
 
    That was how I protected my friend’s legacy and how I got to know my army better without exposing myself. 
 
    “We’ve met three times before,” Paz said as I put the helm away. “You knew HIM!” The malice in Paz's projected words were eclipsed by his growling.  
 
    “Him? I’m sorry but we had like forty tamers and just as many summoners, so who was—” 
 
    “He was the worst,” Pas said, still growling. “He made me fetch his victims so he could…” 
 
    There was a man among the tamers that I had to kill. “Was he a tall blonde man with—” 
 
    “YES!” Paz’s whole body tensed up. “Thank you! Without you he would’ve forced me to—” 
 
    “Speak no more, my friend. War can sometimes attract the worst of people. He wasn’t from this world so he never saw any of us as human. I had to kill him or he’d bring us all to shame. There are people like him on both sides. People from other worlds that never see this one as reality. But I was born here! Me and so many others are always treated like shit by people like them.” 
 
    Paz licked me and I felt ashamed for rambling. 
 
    “I thank you for freeing me from him.” Paz said as he gave a sad glance to his bowl. “He called you all NPCs as he raped and murdered you as he pleased. But I was his contracted pet and I had no choice but to…” 
 
    I pet Paz as he whimpered. “It’s okay, those times are behind us now.” 
 
    I’d had to kill far too many of my own men for similar reasons. Desertion, betrayal, murder, extortion, profiteering, sex trafficking and slavery. And it’s not like those were only human things, the demonic empire did the same. 
 
    But if I keep talking about things like this then I’ll end up sounding like Oblex. 
 
    I pet Paz as he rested his head on my shoulder. He was a true and noble beast, his sentiments matching my own and he’d been there. He’d gone through most of the war with me, though we never spoke during those times. 
 
    Even though he was sentient and self aware, he was still just an animal that was treated like a slave by bad masters. I swore then and there that I would never force him to do anything he didn’t want to. 
 
    Still, I ran my fingers through his fur until he fell asleep and with a bitter feeling in my stomach, I followed behind him. 
 
    The amount of lives I took both friend and foe are more than I can ever… 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 50: Heaven and Hell - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    I dreamed of worse times, when I was forced to enforce the Kingdom's standards. The times I rooted out my own men’s corruption. It always sickened me how they could smile to my face then rape, swindle and steal under my nose. 
 
    The memories replayed over and over again in my dreams until a warm hand dried my tears. 
 
    “Lain…” 
 
    “I’m here, Shtulls…” She said as if she was talking to me from under a bucket. “I’ll always be here!” 
 
    Her warm fingers wiped away my sorrow as I opened my eyes to see— “Ahh!” 
 
    “Wah!?” Lain echoed, fully armored and straddling me. “T-this was supposed to be a surprise. You wanted to do it with my armor on, so…” 
 
    Des and Merli took my hands and began giving me their mana as I felt the heat from Lain’s sex over my own. 
 
    I smiled as I spoke. “From a nightmare to a dream, huh.” 
 
    Lain raised up and guided me in as I felt the crushing weight of her armor forcing her down on me. 
 
    I couldn’t see even an inch of her skin but I could feel her wet insides as they embraced me until I was completely inside her. 
 
    Her excitement filled me as she let out a slow moan and began moving her hips. Lil’ Shtulls was already twitching as my urge to come met with her’s and for the first time since the twins, I filled her completely as she shook in her own orgasm. 
 
    Being completely buried inside her as she came was the most pleasurable experience of my life but Des’ grip grew loose and I knew our time was done. 
 
    Lain collapsed beside me with a clatter and crawled up to lay beside me. I removed her helm and stared into her bright blue eyes before pulling her in for a long slow kiss. She was still trembling and sensitive, so she let out a cute noise as I undid her breastplate and slind my hand to her breast. 
 
    “Wow…” Lain said as she shivered. 
 
    “Yeah…” 
 
    There was sex then there was this. And whatever this was, I never wanted it to stop. 
 
    Des fell on my chest, her eyes unfocused as she panted, completely drained of mana. We quickly began to cycle with her as Merli fetched her some font water.  
 
    After that I held the two of them and we went back to sleep for a few more hours. Then, it was back to the dungeon’s hellscape. 
 
    This time, the walls, the ceilings and even the floors were riddled with holes. Air blew and sucked through this place in rhythmic bursts as the fleshy holes opened and closed. Unfortunately Des’ wind scouting wouldn’t work here. 
 
    So as the most experienced person, I took on the scout role but I wouldn’t go outside of spell range. I had Merli ready her Barrier and Stasis spells as Lain readied a heal. 
 
    I carefully made my way into the room, paying special attention to avoid all the holes on the ground. This place reminded me of the Insectoid dungeon’s final floor, so I was somewhat prepared for what happened next. 
 
    I triggered an ambush and the room was flooded with metal legged centipedes as fleshy tendrils latched onto me and began pulling me towards one of the gaping holes lined with teeth. 
 
    Merli immediately used her stasis spell which froze me in place and rendered me immune to damage as Paz cut the tendrils with wind blades. 
 
    Then it was up to Lain to clear the room. 
 
    “Inferno!” 
 
    The smell of burning flesh permeated everything as the bursts of wind stopped and we were free to move on again after Merli’s Stasis spell wore off. 
 
    Our strategy after that was brutal. Lain held my hand and with a cheerful smile on her face, she burned, everything. The walls, the floors, she cooked the room and we moved on. 
 
    The next room was another swarm room. The second I stepped into it, various small monstrosities enveloped me but the same technique worked. 
 
    The following room was all traps but because of their organic structure, I couldn’t see their indications. It was all reaction with little warning but I made it through with only a few scrapes. Then everyone destroyed them as I guided them back through. 
 
    These three room types repeated but the pathways grew more hazardous. Still we finally made it to another boss room mainly thanks to Paz and Meri flying us across large gaps and over pitfalls. 
 
    But this wasn’t a restful place and we barely had any food left. We’d have to leave soon or we’d risk starving on our way back to civilization. 
 
    We ate a simple meal of some of my ancient rations and mana-cycled for a while as we tried to sleep. But there was this constant ticking coming from the other side of the door along with the occasional bout of strained laughter. 
 
    I held Lain close, softly kissing her forehead as we talked about Raziel. 
 
    Merli joined in and we began to theorize who this last boss was. 
 
    “So they were all part of the Hex Emperor’s legions?” Des asked. 
 
    Merli nodded. “They were his generals.”  
 
    “Then, even though we’re inside the Draconic Emperor’s body,” I said, “the core itself might be made of the Demonic Emperor’s soul.” 
 
    “I doubt it,” Merli said as she let out a long sigh. “He only had Hexes and curses. And nothing has tried to curse us yet.” 
 
    “You’re right…” Des said as she shivered a bit, clinging to my arm. “My body would react to them and even with my wind sense, I never felt anything.” 
 
    Lain sat up and pulled Des between us, being careful not to touch her skin directly as she cuddled her. 
 
    “You said he was still just a demon even though he became the emperor. If that’s the case then his soul level might have been too low to form a core. So, maybe it's formed from the draconic emperor himself.” 
 
    “Then why aren’t we fighting drakes and dragonewts.” Des started. “If it—” 
 
    “Because cores don’t retain their memories but they keep their inclinations. Also, they’re usually made of more than a few souls.” I thought about it for a while as I manacycled with Des so Lain could cuddle her harder. “This dungeon has been pretty straightforward; no puzzles, no mazes, just monsters, traps and hellacious bosses. It acts like a noble challenger. Like it’s telling us to give it our all while it does the same. In a way, I’d call it honorable.” 
 
    Another bout of malicious laughter followed by blood curdling screams came from the door behind us. 
 
    Des shivered and even Paz reacted as his ears pricked up. 
 
    Yeah, we’re not getting any sleep here. 
 
    In most dungeons, the bosses usually spawned when you entered but in this one, it was like they’d always been there. 
 
    So we took advantage of Lain’s mana as she drew from me to recover. Then we opened the doors. 
 
    The room was dim and a strange smell, like vinegar and burnt sugar wafted through the air, barely masking the scent of decay. Bodies hung on hooks and chains in various states of dismemberment alongside the huge centipedes and some fleshy bits from Legion’s bossroom. 
 
    They weren’t human, they were mainly demons, some of them so well preserved that they looked like they would come alive at any moment. All of them were moving slowly as the chains pulled them along and new metallic limbs were attached to replace their missing ones by spider-like machines. 
 
    In the middle of the room was a thin demon attached to a large board or an upright bed. His skin was flayed and pinned, exposing his organs, his heart still beating as his entrails dragged the ground. 
 
    In the back of the room were several glass tanks filled with a murky green liquid that flowed along hoses to— 
 
    “AHAHAHA! AHHH! AHAHA!” The thin demon cackled as metallic insectoid legs turned him to face us. A set of hands that were grafted onto the bed turned his head to face us and he smiled a yellow-toothed grin as green liquid seeped from his mouth. 
 
    “Ohoho! Guests! Guests! It’s been so long! Please have a seat, would you care for some tea? Nevermind! I don’t have tea, nor the organs to process it. Some coffee then? Nevermind! I don’t have that either! Perhaps an injection, yes, yes, I have plenty of those.” 
 
    We readied our weapons as he turned back around and resumed working on something. 
 
    “Hey, creepy guy!” Lain yelled as five holy javelins floated behind her. “Whatcha doin?” 
 
    “Oh… OH! So sorry, I’m such a terrible host.” He said as he turned to face us once more. This time with a glowing monocle. “Ooh, we have two humans, no! One human, an incomplete succubi, a demoness, NO! A high demoness, pardon my rudeness mylady. Hmm, a pazuzu, no, NO! A mutation, likely an artificial one, HOW REFRESHING!! And...no, NO! You couldn’t be! They don’t exist, they never existed but here one is! A fallen—” 
 
    “Are we gonna fight or not!” Lain yelled, interrupting the one piece of rambling that I wanted to hear. 
 
    “Fight?” The thin demon said as he had the hands cock his head slightly. “Whatever for? Oh, OH! Is it because I haven’t introduced myself yet? I’m Caime!” 
 
    “You what?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh might you be stupefied, perhaps a mental defect… Me...Caime!!” 
 
    A shiver ran down my spine. “Well, I came earlier!” 
 
    The demon had one of the hands slap his forehead. “No, my name is—” 
 
    “Wha?” 
 
    “MY NAME IS—” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “I’m Lain.” Lain interrupted, “So, whatcha—” 
 
    “Caime!” Merli said, having finally put two and two together in her mind. “The great magus!”  
 
    “Oo~h, that’s a title I barely remember. Quite nostalgic, yes, quite nostalgic! HA! You're quite intelligent mylady. Perhaps you’d like an injection, they really do WONDERS for shaking off that pesky mortal coil. Yes, YES! You’ll never feel better but then you won’t feel anything at all, HA!” 
 
    “I gave her an injection earlier,” I said, “trust me she’s fine.” 
 
    “The defiled one speaks and so I will listen.” 
 
    I held Lain's hand so my curse would subside. “The what?” 
 
    “Ooh~ You don’t know! TOO BAD! So, SAD! Those eyes, those silver eyes!” He had two of the hands tilt his head as a third one gripped his chin in thought. “Did you not know? NO! Perhaps it’s a recessive trait… But, why do I feel like I’m in the presence of the emperor!? Why? WHY!?” 
 
    I used unbind and his jaw dropped to the floor as he sputtered out a thick green substance. “Ah ahah ah agh!” 
 
    One of the spider-like machines scuttled over and injected him with something before fashioning him a new jaw and attaching it. All in the span of a minute. 
 
    “What am I?” I asked. “I’ve been told who I am but what do you see?” 
 
    He opened his mouth with a clicking sound as his jaw dislocated slightly. “One of the true fallen. Our ancestors. Well...not mine but theirs, The origin of Empires.” It seemed that seeing me had driven off his crazy as he now looked at me with serious eyes. He had one of his hands adjust his monocle. “But wait, theeere’s more! You are...the finest culmination of… GAGH!” 
 
    His head tilted to the side with a loud snapping noise as his heart stopped. 
 
    “The what!? Answer me!” 
 
    His dead eyes were my only response as massive metallic tendrils descended from the ceiling and his bed turned back around on its own. 
 
    With trepidation we moved around to see what it was that he was working on earlier. 
 
    On a large metallic table sat a nightmarish buffet of parts, organs and metallic bits and pieces. 
 
    The tendrils worked at lightning speeds to strip off his body as the spiderlings quickly reassembled what the tendrils removed. 
 
    Des gagged again as green blood splattered the floors and his organs were sucked out. Even Paz noped out of there but Lain sank to her knees until she grabbed my hand and Merli just crossed her arms over her sword. 
 
    The three of us watched in morbid fascination as Caime was remade before our eyes. 
 
    The pins that held his skin were removed and he was sewn up. Then the tendrils injected him as the tanks glugged and his head looked at me and smiled. 
 
    “WOW! What a rush!! Oh yeah! Whew! Fuck yeah!! Oh, oh oh!” 
 
    “I see why they call him Caime.” I said as I helped Lain up. 
 
    She laughed but she’d readied about a dozen javelins behind us. 
 
    The table released him and he took a few tentative steps as he shadowboxed and skipped around. 
 
    “So,” I said, “what—” 
 
    “Talking time’s over. Thank you for waiting!!” 
 
    He was in front of me in an instant, his metallic claws driven into my kneecap. I winced in pain as he ripped my bone away and licked it from the other side of the room. 
 
    “Hmm, yes, you are an Ancient.” He dodged all of Lain’s javelins as I knelt in pain. “Oopsie! I get a little carried away when a new specimen arrives…” His eyes darted around independent of each other as one locked onto Des and another on Paz. “But I have so many unique specimens today! LUCKY~!” 
 
    Lain saw what he was looking at and leaped out of my arms as I called out to Merli to use Stasis. 
 
    I could feel Lain’s desperation as she ran towards Des and Merli opened her mouth to cast. 
 
    But he didn’t go towards Des or Paz. 
 
    Merli gasped as she sputtered blood, Caime’s claws red as his arm jutted out of her back, holding her heart. 
 
    We all froze as he pressed a finger to her lips. “Shhh… I can’t have you protecting them, mylady…” 
 
    I undid my transformation so I could run as rage and horror ripped through me like serrated blades. Merli turned her head and smiled at me as she dropped her sword and held his arm. 
 
    “Use unbind!” I yelled as I ran faster than I ever had before. 
 
    Lain reached Des and took out a large shield before she noticed what’d happened. 
 
    My mind flashed to the promise I’d made with Merli. She was scared, she didn’t want to die even though she’d lived a warrior’s life. Not even once had she been able to take a break from fighting or fleeing. 
 
    Merli phased slightly as she gagged out her final spell, locking Caime in place. 
 
    I tossed Des’ daggers into his feet as I leapt into the air and used unbind. Even if I couldn’t stand, I could still fly. I activated Armored Shell S and let my momentum do the work as I crashed into him, jaws wide. I swept my wings back to knock away the spiderlings as the needled tendrils from the ceiling fruitlessly tried to inject me. 
 
    “You fucked up!” I said, ripping his arms off like wet paper. 
 
    “Wait, I know—” 
 
    I chomped him down bit by bit, carefully chewing him as I swallowed. Then, all motion stopped in the room. The tendrils hung limp and the spiderlings powered down as Lain and I ran to Merli. 
 
    I undid my transformation and grabbed Caime’s forearm which still hung in Merli’s embrace as we waited for her stasis spell to wear off. Lain hugged me tightly with tears in her eyes as she felt my emotions as her own. Everything would be decided in the next few seconds. 
 
    The moment Merli’s spell dropped, I ripped the arm free and Lain used Perfect Heal! But Merli fell like a ragdoll when I caught her. Her eyes flitted up to me, her smile never fading as I screamed at her to use unbind. 
 
    “USE IT! USE UNBIND!! USE—” 
 
    She reached up, her bloody hand running across my cheek. “It’s...better...this—” 
 
    “I swear on my very soul to spend the rest of my life protecting you, so fucking use it!” 
 
    Her eyes started to go dim as my desperation rose. Why doesn’t she use it! That’s all she has to do to live! I even offered what demons want most, so why!? Ah… 
 
    “Merli, I will take you as my bride…” I said as her eyes held a momentary spark. “I swear, I’ll make you a mother and our children will never suffer like we had to.” I kissed her bloody lips as I held her close. “So please, please, just use unbind…” 
 
    “Please!” Lain echoed, her face a mess of tears and snot. “You’re one of us now! I’ll love you too! So don’t make him suffer more…” 
 
    Merli’s hand fell but Lain caught it and prayed. Merli’s thoughts and memories passed through me, too fast for me to process. 
 
    She was taught to be a killer from birth. Tossed into the spawning pits to fight for her right to live. She killed friend and foe alike, never able to make any real connections until she’d won her place in demon society. 
 
    After that she fended off males who tried to assault her day and night, wounding them at first until she learned that only death was an effective deterrent. But she gradually came to realize that she wasn’t in the pits anymore and she could make friends. But her friends were abused and discarded. Might-made-right but she already knew she was strong, so she acted in a very non-demon way and began to help others. Though they were weaker than her, she took them in and taught them what she knew. 
 
    I saw it through her eyes, in a faction of a second as her consciousness faded. 
 
    “ANDRITIA! I beg of you!” Lain screamed as my mind began to shut down from grief. “Show her the way!” 
 
    Tired...always tired. Merli thought as she worked constantly to defend everyone. She’d gained a massive following and she was obligated to protect them. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 51: Unfurling Spiral - Merli 
 
      
 
    Why doesn’t he kill me!? He already won, I can’t beat him, so why? I see… He wants what they all want…but is a demon like me really that attractive to a...human? 
 
    He holds me so gently, even though I’ve already lost. His eyes don’t show anger, pity or pride. All he sees is me and he likes it. Though our worlds couldn’t be more different, his eyes look like mine. Has he ever stopped fighting? 
 
    This hero...Shtulls. For the first time I want to give myself to someone. I want to believe the promise in his eyes. I want to trust him, I can only hope that this was what my mother felt for my father. AH! His mana! It’s so forceful as it fills me, he’s giving his all but I’m so much larger than he is can we actually breed? Humans and demons…? 
 
    It hurts! It hurts, but I’ll endure it for him. Are all humans this large? I held him tightly, wrapping my legs around his narrow waist. I didn’t care that everyone was watching, that only made it better. I want to bear his child, I will raise it myself and it’ll never have to worry about the pits! I’ll...Oh! It’s starting to feel amazing! I want it to last forever, I want to hold him forever! I want!! “Ahh!” Something is happening to my body and it… “Ah~! Oh!!” 
 
    My muscles won’t listen to me anymore, all I can do is shake as he drives himself into me while suckling my breast like a babe. He’s pulling me down and putting his tongue in my mouth! It tickles but it feels so good! We’re connected now. I’m yours, make me yours! “Ahh! I...Ah!” 
 
    I can’t speak!? My mind is going numb and everything feels warm and fuzzy. 
 
    But I guess he didn’t feel the same… He spilled his seed on my stomach and after kissing me one last time, he retook his weapon and ordered me away.  
 
    He watched me fly away with a sad expression on his face as he resumed his march onwards. Later I would find out that he’d been killing his own men. The same men who tried to take my sisters against their will. Even though my opinion of him grew, my sadness passed it by. Was I not good enough? He took me, but he didn’t leave me with a child. 
 
    Somehow this realization was enough to make me doubt myself. Having lost, more than half my followers left as well, then the rest eventually followed as I made no move to stop him. I didn’t want to fight him. Some part of me would never allow myself to harm him but I also couldn’t help him. 
 
    He went on to kill our emperor, then things changed for me. 
 
    Suitors came in droves and I discovered a new form. I-I ate them after I killed them and a few of them gave their abilities. Then stronger ones came, they didn’t want to breed, they wanted to take my strength. I left my homelands and saw a group of refugees. I could change my form so I took on their shape and blended in with them until we arrived in an underground cavern. 
 
    I helped them rebuild and soon they treated me like one of their own. But every now and then, I could feel the demonic essence of a pursuer above me. I’m undoubtedly a candidate now. Even though I couldn’t hang onto my followers and even though I’ve already been defeated. Shtulls… That was his name, right? What would he do if he saw me like this, in this pitiable state? 
 
    My body has changed, would he even recognize me now? I once towered over him but I bet I’m shorter than he is. Did he like me for my strength or was it something else? We never spoke, even though I felt his intensity and his mercy as we fought and as we… 
 
    … 
 
    He’s here! I’d never forget his smell, his mana or his character. Even though he’s as large as the demonic emperor now. Actually, is he a candidate!?  I watched him, as he made his way through this place that I’d helped to build. I knew someone was coming when they painted the walls with my likeness but I couldn't leave. This place is sealed and only those that know rune magic can come and go. 
 
    Even though I followed him in plain sight, he never once looked my way. Instead all his attention fell on the muscular woman that clinged close to him, then to the skinny...Serpocorpres? With a lovely face. His eyes seemed to be smiling when he talked to them and he was so careful with them that I began to feel anger or something like it. 
 
    He checked into the only inn in town, mostly used by the young for a private place to procreate. This emotion, what is it? I feel sad but somehow justified. Jealousy...usually an emotion held by males when protecting their breeding rights with a female. I’m sure this is what it is. Why else would I hate these women that I’ve never even spoken to before? 
 
    A grim realization hit me as I looked up at the mural that depicted me fighting him in his new form. I didn’t want to kill him and I didn’t want to die. 
 
    Somehow, in the farthest reaches of my mind. I’d come to believe I’d see him again and he’d claim me, finally! Then, everything would be fine and I could finally rest in his arms without fear. But these drawings said otherwise… 
 
    I rented a room upstairs and the second I was at his door, I took my normal form. My heart beat so strongly that it blocked my thoughts as I knocked. Then everything went wrong. My ego took over and I used stasis on everyone. Then when the muscular one began to stir I had to use a combination of Stasis and telekinesis to keep her down. 
 
    After that he grabbed me, then as my emotions spilled out and I called his name, he held me again. He loved them, openly but he protected me from them even after I’d attacked them all. 
 
    … 
 
    We pretended to fight and I’d trusted him when I feigned defeat. He could’ve killed me at any time. But he’d found a cave and we’d made a plan. Then, rather than running away, he came back for me when they launched their attacks. Why would he come back for someone he doesn’t… 
 
    I told him briefly about what had happened from my perspective and his face grew grim for a moment before he smiled and made a promise with me. 
 
    He began working hard, at first for me, but later for Lain. Whenever he spoke about her, his whole demeanor shifted and his words became soft and poetic. Then there was Des he felt almost as strongly for her but he was cursed now. I’d seen it affect him a few times now but it wasn’t like any curse I knew. 
 
    My feelings changed as I realized he wasn’t the same man I once knew but he was every bit the same everywhere that mattered. As a bitter feeling welled up in my stomach, I knew that I had to support him. Even if that only meant I was a friend. 
 
    The word friend probably holds a different meaning to humans. To us, it meant someone that we were in a mutually beneficial relationship with, without contracts. To humans, what did it mean? 
 
    … 
 
    I helped him mate with ‘Lain’. It felt like my heart would explode but I also felt something more. Aroused, seeing him spilling his seed into another female as he furiously pumped his massive shaft inside her made me wet. But the feeling of grief that followed outweighed it. But...but he held my hand as he did it and I made it happen! I need to be alone! I need to… 
 
    We’re sleeping together even though I’m in my dragonewt form. My heart still races when I relive what happened not long ago. He was using my mana, my essence to attempt to breed with another! I couldn’t calm down, I was sad, turned on and guilty all at the same time. 
 
    Something was wrong but I was hooked on this excitement. I wanted him to look at me like he looked at her but… 
 
    … 
 
    I saw her status. She’s so much stronger than me. I’ve never seen stats like those; so many S’s and blessings, even her base stats were twice as high as mine. I felt a strange itch in my crotch as sad thoughts filled my head. Then the small one settled down by me and showed me her stats. She was so weak and destroyed, I couldn’t understand how she’d been able to keep up with the two of them but we had a strange rapport. Though in her case, she belonged to the two of them so she didn’t feel what I was feeling. But she said she once did. 
 
    … 
 
    We’ve killed two bosses and this room feels funny. Raziel had perverted my emotions but he never reached my core! Shtulls’ essence had entered me and I gave myself to him as I used Stasis on the boss. 
 
    Now we were in this strange-feeling safe room. Lain was a good person; I’d known that for a while now just from her strength of character and her actions to defend us all. She felt a lot like Shtulls. Now she was talking dirty to us, planning out different acts as I remembered her race. I never dealt with Succubi, so I didn’t know how they felt but Lain wanted to involve us all. She’d also groped me before and it felt good. She had the same smell as Shtulls, so of course when she touched me, I reacted. 
 
    The perverted suggestions that Lain made on a regular basis when Shtulls was sleeping would stun any male. There were even times that she almost convinced me to...do things. But it was the little one, Des, that seemed to spend the most time with him. 
 
    Lain and I would watch them as they engaged in ‘stretching’.  Lain’s eyes grew soft as she watched them but she loved them both and I felt differently. I was bitter and horny, yes, horny! I haven’t had even a second alone after the moment I met shtulls again… 
 
    Lain used her fingers to massage me until I gave in to her and opened my armor. She slipped inside me as we watched them. Even though I never imagined myself with another woman, she felt so much like him that I gave myself to her and for the first time in a while, I came. 
 
    I was filled with complicated emotions that she silenced with a single kiss that ripped into my manapool, draining me instantly. 
 
    She proposed a plan but she wouldn’t give me breeding rights, so she suggested that I...use another hole… 
 
    I still remember my pulse raging as I felt his slick member gently slide between my cheeks from between Lain’s legs. She pulled me back and I breathed hard as he slid against my exit. I could hardly control my excitement as he began to enter me. All my focus was on that part of my body as I felt him begin to slide in and out of me. Then Lain’s hand pulled me against her and forced him deeper! 
 
    I curled up into a ball but she held me so tightly that I couldn’t get away as Shtulls swelled inside me. She moved us both, slowly at first then faster until I could feel him entering me at a steady pace. I came, shame filling my heart until my ass got warm as his member twitched inside me. 
 
    The guilt, the sadness… None of that mattered, he cared for me and he finally finished inside me. 
 
    I could feel time passing but as he came in me time and time again in the same way, I didn’t care. I felt full, emotionally satisfied and somehow complete, even though it never happened in a place that babies would follow. 
 
    Then as things blurred, Lain would snuggle up to me, her fingers working like worms as she found my entrance. She’d whisper sweet nothings into my ear as she told how hot I felt around her fingers and how erotic my body was. All while Des came loudly behind us and Shtulls shamelessly filled her. 
 
    Still, I couldn’t hate her. Des was trying her best in her own way and she’d always been respectful to me. She never shied away from showing me how weak she was but she always helped us out. When she spoke about Lain and Shtulls it was like she was removing herself as she elevated them. Though all they talked about other than each other was her. 
 
    I don’t belong here… 
 
    Shtulls lead us out of the safe room and suddenly my memory crashed as I relived every day we’d spent in that place. Lain and I had done a lot together and Des had supported us but how much did everyone else remember? 
 
    … 
 
    I want him to notice me, but all I can say are stupid grunts and observations. I can’t even bring myself to tell him how I feel. I should just die… If I died for him, then, wouldn’t that be okay…? 
 
    Then I’d live on in his memory forever! Even if I can never tell him how I truly feel, it’s fine as long as he remembers me! Thoughts like that make me feel so sad, but also happy. I need him to notice me, even if it costs me my life! I can’t take it! It feels like I’m running in lava destroying myself with each step… I don’t want to live like this anymore… 
 
    … 
 
    Caime’s claw pierced through me and Shtulls screamed. Yes! He finally sees me! Watch me, Shtulls as I give my everything to you! Then remember me forever… “Stas...sis!” 
 
    When it all ends, he’ll always remember me! I’ve done it! But why do I still feel so empty? Through his roars of rage, I can feel his anguish but that isn’t enough. He killed Caime, devoured him after ripping him apart. 
 
    Lain protected Des but Shtulls tried to protect me. It’s too late… I’m done… I’m going to die… Shtulls is screaming at me for something. I never wanted to see his face like this. He’s so sad. I touched him one last time. I love you Shtulls… Please remember me… 
 
    “Merli, I will take you as my bride…” He said, “I swear, I’ll make you a mother and our children will never suffer like we had to.” 
 
    It’s too cruel… To say this now, is just wrong. Shtulls, how can you— 
 
    “Please!” Lain pleaded sadly as her words echoed in my failing ears. “You’re one of us now! I’ll love you too! So don’t make him suffer more…” 
 
    That’s right, he’s probably suffered quite a bit. But this is the only way I’ll be— 
 
    “ANDRITIA! I beg of you!” Lain screamed, “show her the way!” 
 
    Shtulls’ emotions filled me, his mind was filled with thoughts of me. He meant what he said, there wasn’t even a shred of deception in his promise. 
 
    He felt guilty for not protecting me, for not giving me a child and for thinking I was less than human. But, as he looked at me, his kind eyes filled with desperation. 
 
    “Un...bind…” I took on my high form as the world turned black. “I’m...so...rry...Shtu…” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 51 - Red and Black - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Merli had taken on her candidate form barely saving herself at the last moment but she hadn’t awakened since. It’s been hours now and Lain has never left my side. We both saw glimpses into Merli’s life and felt her emotions as she’d tumbled down the mortal spiral. 
 
    To know a person’s thoughts as they were dying was a traumatic experience. Merli had loved me since the first moment I took her but she never said anything. Just how many more women have I led on like this. How many have I hurt with my ignorance? 
 
    I gently held her, even though she was much larger than me now. In many ways it was like our first time. Something that meant so little to me had changed her entire world. 
 
    I laid down by Merli and cradled her head. Feeling her pulse made me feel calm even though she still hadn’t opened her eyes. Lain laid behind me and spent from everything that’d happened, we fell asleep. 
 
    I woke up to a spicy smell as Des cooked for us. 
 
    Lain reached over me to run her hand down Merli’s cheek. “She felt so strongly but she never said anything. I think she’s a good girl…” I turned back to see Lain with a slight frown. “She's such an innocent person, even though she acts so jaded. Shtulls...you’re an idiot…but I love you.” 
 
    I can’t just claim ignorance now, can I? Now that I know the weight of my actions, I have no defense. “I was an idiot, and I still am.” I checked Merli’s pulse again and sighed. “But hopefully she’ll let me make it up to her. Thank you for putting up with everything, Lain.” 
 
    Lain looked at me with large, watery, puppy-dog eyes but I no longer had a blanket to wrap her in so I just held her and ran my fingers through her hair as she clung to me. 
 
    This adorable creature; I must protect it! 
 
    “I don’t know if it’s paternal instinct or just my overwhelming urge to protect her smile. But something as adorable as this must be protected, cherished and adored by all. It’s a treasure just behold this level of cuteness. Even the finest painter could never…” I wasn’t even mad at the curse this time. 
 
    Lain made a cute noise and snuggled against me, bringing tears to my eyes. 
 
    “AAAGH! Are you trying to kill me, woman!” Paz projected as he whimpered. 
 
    “N-not at all! I just used—” 
 
    “What!? Firestones and magma! I can’t eat thi—” 
 
    I sat up, holding Lain in my arms as I glared over at the foul Pazuzu who dared insult Des’ cooking. 
 
    He whimpered and lay back down with his tongue hanging out. 
 
    Des rushed over to us and gave us each a bowl of thick red soup. “It’s from my leftovers so it’s probably a little spicy.” She looked at Lain but Lain was still in puppy-dog mode so she wasn’t listening. “It also lacks meat but I tried...I’m sorry.” 
 
    I fed the Lain creature some smooches then responded to Des. “It’s okay, I saved some stock from when we cooked for the enchantress.” I drank half of Lain’s soup. “Mmm! Wow, that’s amazing Des!” 
 
    “Really? You like it!?” 
 
    “I love it,” I said as I pulled her down and gave her a small peck. “It’s a symphony of flavor, but I can make it better.” 
 
    I combined the fatty broth with Des’ spicy, tangy brew and added in a sliver of Paz’s reserve. I mixed it together and fed the Lain creature. Even though her face showed she was in pain, she gradually accepted it and I knew we had a winner! 
 
    After that I did the same for Paz, then Des and I finished it as is together. But we still couldn’t move on. Merli was still out of it and until she woke up, we were stuck here. 
 
    We all talked about this and that but we were still in a creepy room, surrounded by corpses and blood, so it’s not like we were relaxed. But we all knew we couldn’t stay here much longer. We had to move on or we’d slowly starve. Even when we got out, we’d have to hunt to live as we made our way toward the next closest settlement. 
 
    So we slept in shifts until finally, Merli opened her eyes. 
 
    “Shtulls...” 
 
    “Mmm, boobie-hamburgers…” 
 
    A slender claw grasped me close and I woke up as it moved me onto its chest. 
 
    Merli was roughly three times my height now but she was still sexy and her proportions were still intact.   
 
    I settled in between her breasts as she held me softly. I’ve never been in a softer, warmer place before. 
 
    “Did you retract your armor?” 
 
    “Mhm,” she said softly as she held me close. 
 
    I reached out and hugged one of her me-sized breasts; my mind whirling with the possibilities. It was surreal but so comfortable that I had to fight to stay awake. 
 
    “Did you mean it?” She asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “What you promised me...before you…” 
 
    “I did, and after what you did to save us, everyone agrees that you’re one of us now.” 
 
    She winced as she held me tightly and my hand began to burn. Below my feet something hot caused me to sit up and I watched as identical symbols were carved onto our bodies. 
 
    Mine was on the back of my hand and hers was above her opening, where her ovaries were. 
 
    “W-what the!?” 
 
    “Contract complete…” She said softly as she looked down at me with a sweet smile. 
 
    “But, isn’t this like—” 
 
    “Yes, it’s a breeding contract. I can never bear another's child and you are obligated to fulfil your side of the bargain as well.” 
 
    I felt a mix of happiness, excitement and fear. But then, I remembered something. It was a pitch black memory from my time spent in the fire-blood demon’s dimension. 
 
    “If a candidate yields to another one then they aren’t a candidate anymore…” I said, locked in my thoughts. “Merli! You’re safe now!” 
 
    She swallowed hard as she wiped her eyes and crushed me into her chest. Feeling her booming heartbeat made me happy and even though she was crying, I knew it was from relief. 
 
    She took on her normal form and I fell on top of her, my head still clutched tightly to her chest as she spoke. “Th...thank you…” 
 
    We held each other for a long while as she cried, then when she’d calmed down a little I moved up and kissed her. 
 
    Des was on guard duty but I could feel that Lain was awake as well through our link. 
 
    I reached my hand out to Lain who smiled brightly at us as she moved her other hand under her robes. 
 
    I kissed Merli, forcing my tongue into her mouth to play with hers, an act she’d recognize from our first time. Her ragged breaths were matched by Lain as she spread her legs slowly and I lowered my pants. 
 
    I didn’t enter her yet, I just slid between her legs in slow motions as Lain held my hand. 
 
    “Merli, are you ready?” 
 
    “Mm!” She moaned as she nodded, pulling me back down on top of her. 
 
    I can never say enough about her breasts and how soft they feel on my chest or how they jiggle at even the slightest of motions. I kissed her to distract her as I slowly began to work my way inside her. 
 
    This time was different from our first time. Now, she was barely bigger than Des, so I didn’t want to hurt her. 
 
    She was tight, far tighter than before but as I felt her muscles give way I was buried in pure pleasure. Her insides felt so hot that I felt like lil’ shtulls was melting and to my surprise I could bury myself to the hilt in her even though her muscles protested the entire time. 
 
    The ultimate taboo, as the human kingdom calls it, is a union of demon and human kind, made even worse by the fact that I was moving with the intent to impregnate her and have a life together. 
 
    Lain was pleasuring herself which made my semen rise but luckily Merli was so turned on that even caressing her breast as I kissed her caused her insides to twitch around me. I moved my hand down and gently rubbed her as I rested my weight on her and nibbled her neck. 
 
    I squeezed Lain’s hand as I spoke. “Merli, I’m going to—” 
 
    “Ahh! Do it! Fill me!!” 
 
    I looked deep into Merli’s eyes as I let everything go inside her, pressing into her as deep as I could which caused her to wince. But the way she wrapped her legs around me, preventing me from pulling away told me that she was alright. 
 
    As the last gush of my seed entered her, she began her own orgasm and from the way Lain’s hand was shaking in mine, I knew she felt it too. 
 
    I enjoyed Merli’s innocent responses as she bucked her hips against me then when she was through, I stayed inside her until I grew hard again. 
 
    “Round two?” 
 
    “Y-ye...yes…” Merli answered with tears in her eyes. “Yes!” 
 
    We spent a few hours together, never separating as I filled her over and over again. By the end, both Lain and Merli were both reduced to shaking piles of nerves. I held them close and kissed each of their foreheads as I rested for a few hours. 
 
    I must’ve nodded off again at some point because when I woke up, the two of them were no longer in my arms. Instead, some new sensation was hard at work between my legs. 
 
    “Des!?” 
 
    “Mmm” 
 
    Des was waking me up in the best way possible, with my member filling her mouth and threatening to go halfway down her throat. I don’t know how long she’d been doing this before I woke up but I knew I was already at my limit. 
 
    “Des, I’m gonna—ah!” 
 
    She forced herself down as hard as she could and I saw her throat swell as I exploded inside her. I could feel her swallowing as her hand worked skillfully on my shaft. I forced her down even further until she began to gag as I shamefully thrust myself inside her raw throat until I was finished. 
 
    She quickly pulled back, letting me slide out as she coughed, red faced. 
 
    I pulled her up and held her until she recovered. Then I thanked her as I kissed along her neck until I made it to her sweet lips. “Thank you, Des.” 
 
    “Don’t, my mouth is dirty.” 
 
    “But I’m the one who dirtied it, so.” 
 
    I kissed her for a long while until it was time to go. 
 
    There was no food here, nothing at all that we could use to survive but we all pooled what we had for a final good meal. 
 
    Lain seemed intent on cooking and no one had any complaints about that, so the rest of us relaxed a little as I brought up my status. 
 
    Artificer… A job!? I gained a bloody job! Surgeon… Two Jobs!! 
 
    Gaining magic was rare, gaining a skill book was rarer but gaining a job, especially without a teacher was extremely rare. In fact I already had several jobs which unlocked several different skills and spells but now I had two more. 
 
    You don’t always get to select your displayed job but they all carried some demerits and advantages with them even if they weren’t showing. 
 
    Surgeon wasn’t so useful since we had Lain’s perfect healing ability but it did come with an INT and DEX boost. But Artificer; I could use that. 
 
    Even though both jobs were level 1, my S blessing from Anima The Theocrast of Neutrality boosted it. 
 
    Whatever I made with my hands was always good quality, like my stump bucklers. But I’m not a craftsman, my hands are too scarred up and calloused to perform intricate… Nevermind, Surgeon takes care of that doesn’t it? It’ll probably improve my enchanting skills too. 
 
    I wonder if Shan’s learned any new enchantments from his mother’s book that he could teach me. 
 
    Lain whistled as she sat down beside me and leaned in to check my status. “Wo~ow, that’s super-special-awesome!” 
 
    God, I love this woman! 
 
    We ate the last of our people food, only leaving us with Paz’s reserve. But if we ran out of that and I wasn’t able to feed Paz anymore, I would breach our contract and he’d be sent back to his less-than-pleased god. 
 
    “Alright, I need tools. Lain, will you help me by smashing up one of the spider-things?” 
 
    “Lain SMASH!” 
 
    I sifted through the remains of the now obliterated spiderling and recovered several tools and a small, silver core. I then used those tools to correctly disassemble another spiderling. 
 
    With Artificer, I could actually see how these things were made and even what tools to use to take apart different sections of them. I definitely couldn’t recreate them, nor could I control the ones here. That was some high level stuff and I was still level… Oh! Level two now, well that’s cool. If just disassembling these guys is leveling me up, then they must be high level. My current level of Artificer will only let me make low level items like accessories. 
 
    Artifacts have two meanings: 
 
    The first is just an item from the distant past but because a lot of those items have cores and hidden functions in them, when a person says artifact now, they probably mean the second definition. 
 
    An item with an integrated core to feed its effects or an item of great power. 
 
    The first things I created were improved tools. The spiderling’s tools weren’t bad, they just weren’t easy to use because they were never meant for human hands. So, maybe create is a strong word, all I did was modify them and add handles. 
 
    After that, I quickly worked at just taking the parts I needed from the ones that weren’t too destroyed. I had Lain smash the device that the tendrils were hanging from and we extracted one large silver core. 
 
    These cores weren’t like any cores I’d seen before but thanks to being level two now, I could identify them. 
 
    They were artificial cores without an element. 
 
    I looked at the green liquid that spilled out of them then remembered the strange metallic viles from the spiderlings. 
 
    Caime was probably a high level alchemist as well and we all saw that one spiderling make him a new jaw out of this metallic stuff, so I can probably use it too after leveling. Or maybe I’d need alchemy as well… 
 
    I let Des harvest the green liquid. We didn’t know what it did, but I was fairly sure it would act like a potent poison. So at the very least she could dip her bolts in it. 
 
    By modifying some of the spiderling’s parts, I fashioned her around a hundred new bolts. Way less impressive than it sounds as all I was doing was snipping them down and sharpening the points. However, I could see a huge improvement in my crafting skills now that I had my new jobs. 
 
    Then as we packed up and made a final round around the room to make sure we didn’t miss anything an idea hit me like a sudden inspiration and I couldn’t resist it. 
 
    An image flashed through my mind as I remembered the senior monk’s large prayer beads. 
 
    “I can do it…” 
 
    “Hmm?” Lain said, her head slightly cocked. “Do what?” 
 
    “I must do it!” 
 
    Lain blushed slightly as she began to raise her robe. But I was...unable to resist Lain! 
 
    I kissed her then explained what I was saying. She looked a little disappointed but interested at the same time. 
 
    I sat down, and my focus narrowed on what I was trying to create. I took the silver cores from my storage and laid them in a circle as the image in my head overlaid with them. I pierced them slightly with a narrow pointed tool and rather than shattering, they molded around it like hot wax. Using some flexible wire, I was able to form a necklace and give it a function. Store mana! 
 
    Seeing this as a unique opportunity I also added the large core and began to enchant each lesser core with other effects. Health Regen, Strengthening and Mana Regen. I alternated the enchantments and when I was done, a new artifact had been born into this world. 
 
    “An enchanted artifact?” Des said as she adjusted her glasses. “I’ve never seen something like that!” 
 
    “Me either,” I responded. “This has to be the blessings of Anima at work.” 
 
    I put it on expecting to feel a drain from the mana storage function but the regen enchantments I’d added offset it. 
 
    Then, something amazing happened; my mana pool went up to 1003 and I regained spellcrafting, though now it was F again. 
 
    I’d acquired spellcrafting the first time because I’d been blessed with all elements and double blessed by fire but I had no magic teacher, so I’d just winged it until I finally figured out how to cast something. 
 
    Now it was different. I still had Salamanzer’s D blessing so even in human form I could use fire magic, provided I had the mana. But now I had a few new attunements. You didn’t need a god/goddess’s blessing to use magic but you did need the attunement. For humans specifically a blessing was almost a requirement but there were more than a few exceptions. 
 
    Still, I’d gained Salamanzer’s blessing only after botching a spell and lighting myself on fire, accidentally creating the spell Self Immolation. Maybe that’s why his blessing stayed with me even after I was cursed. 
 
    Salamanzer, wasn’t really considered a good god. He was often prayed to in times of war and his true followers were feared because of their obsession with fire and destruction. 
 
    So, I could probably use Flare now. Maybe some of the attunements from my demonic form could carry over, though I didn’t have any spells for those. 
 
    My demonic form used my demonic essence to channel ‘spells’ so those weren’t usable in human form. They had no form or structure like a human spell did and unlike Merli I don’t have any demonic essence unless I use unbind. 
 
    But I did have a new attunement! Temporal, it was neutral so maybe I could craft a spell with that but what? It’s not common enough for me to know what kind of spells it has and with my tiny mana pool it’s not like I can use its resurrection spell anyway. 
 
    Wait, isn’t Stasis a temporal spell? 
 
    I noticed everyone’s gazes on me and knew I’d messed around for too long. For now, I’ll be satisfied with Flare, then later I’ll ask Merli about Stasis. 
 
    We needed to go now, we’ve been here for too long and I’m really not excited about the prospect of Caime respawning. Although, if he respawns as a dying guy, then we could definitely farm him. But I doubt this dungeon is that dumb. 
 
    We all readied ourselves for the worst. Our weapons were clean, our armor was repaired and I was more than ready to test out my new heavy beaded necklace. 
 
    “S-Executioners go!” Lain yelled as she thrust open the doors and feeling her contagious energy, we charged through. 
 
    We ran into an empty, circular room with four massive pillars and I let out a deep sigh. 
 
    “Of course it’d be like this…” 
 
    “What’s going on?” Lain asked as she cast her light spell and guided it around the room. 
 
    “Did we already fin—” Des started. 
 
    “Yep,” I replied. 
 
    Merli grunted and slung her sword on her back and Paz sighed along with me. 
 
    “W-what!? What is it?” Lain looked back at us, confused. “Guys, please tell me!”  
 
    “It’s done,” I said as I looked around the room. “This is the end of this dungeon. Unless, Des!” 
 
    “Nope, nothing.” Des said as a cool wind blew by us. “This room is sealed other than the boss room behind us. Sorry master, there’s no hidden passages or anything.” 
 
    “And, there you have it, Lain, we’ve conquered it.” I said, looking around. “Now give me a minute.” 
 
    It took a little longer than normal to find the Dungeon Core but this guy was still inexperienced so he didn’t set up any defenses or illusions. Of course I could already tell that much because this room lacked a teleportation rune that would warp us back to the start of the dungeon. 
 
    I used unbind and dug it out of the wall with my claws. 
 
    Its blood-red iris looked towards me as it spoke directly into my mind. “You dare to touch—” 
 
    I squeezed it until I felt its outer coating begin to crack. “I dare to? You live by my benevolence alone and yet you take on airs of superiority when addressing me.” 
 
    “Sorry! I’m sorry! Just stop! Please…” 
 
    I smiled wickedly as I held it a little tighter. 
 
    This was an act, one that I’d put on countless times now. Negotiating with dungeon cores was easy as long as they felt threatened. They’d give you their best loot in exchange for sparing them and to be honest, I didn’t hate their honest personalities. But I needed them to know I meant business. 
 
    “Sorry…” Hic! “I’m sho shorry!!” 
 
    “Uh...umm…” I relaxed my grip and fed it my mana to help it seal its cracks as I ran my fingers over its smooth surface. “A-are you feeling better now?” 
 
    Hic! “Please don’t k-kill me!” 
 
    I let out a deep sigh as I continued to feed it mana. “Look here, if you give me your best loot, then I’ll consider sparing you. I’ll even teach you how to make your dungeon better. What do you say?” 
 
    “What’s loot?” 
 
    I ran my hand down my face slowly as I realized that we hadn’t technically seen a single drop. No wonder this place was still desolate! 
 
    I sat the core down and retook my human form as I lectured it for longer than I’d care to say. After a while, Des began to voice her opinions and then something incredible happened. 
 
    Lain took Des’ glasses and I was filled with fantasies of professor Lain as she lectured. If only she had the clothes to match. But we both noticed Des shifting nervously in the corner and Lain apologized as she returned her glasses. 
 
    I finished it out by telling him about the other dungeons and what they’d implemented, then about the strengths and demerits of their actions. 
 
    “So,” it began brightly. “Loot is items and stuff that people will come here to get?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “And I can create them, just like with monsters?” 
 
    “Yes!” We all said together. 
 
    “But...how do I creates monsters?” 
 
    We all groaned. 
 
    “So what have you done so far?” 
 
    “Umm… I used some guys who were dead and ummm… They did the rest!” 
 
    No wonder this dungeon was unique, it basically brought back three demonic generals as boss creatures then let them fill out the floors. Of course they all had demonic essence so maybe it had a unique method of monster creation. 
 
    I talked with it for a while longer and I was right. It used both mana and demonic essence to create this place. The generals created their floors and all it did was help them. It was as clueless as it comes when it came to making a dungeon. 
 
    “Right, so can you resurrect them again?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Okay, that’s a start, but you’ll also need to make your own monsters. Copy theirs if you’re uncertain but don’t let them boss you around. You also need some of your monsters to drop something that people would want. Think swords, equipment, potions, gold; stuff like that.” 
 
    “Oh! I got a tonne of that stuff!” 
 
    “Awesome, now you’re thinking!” I said. It seemed happy to be praised but I knew I had to step it up. “Do you have any really awesome stuff? Something that would be worth more than your powdered remains?” 
 
    “M-my what?” 
 
    Oh right, I haven’t explained that part yet. 
 
    “People that go through dungeons are often after profit. A dungeon core is worth a whole lot because it can do many things when crushed and used to enchant a weapon or create a potion. You need to be able to offer them something better or at least more immediately valuable than you are. Or wham bam, you’re dust.” 
 
    “W-what about this!?” It produced a large sword. 
 
      
 
    Tyrfing (Cursed) 
 
    Once drawn it must kill, if there are no victims around or if its wielder fails to kill someone, it will turn on its wielder, forcing them to commit suicide. 
 
    Slashing: S 
 
    +100% Accuracy. 
 
    +50% Fire Damage. 
 
      
 
     “Noo! That’s a big no! Cursed weapons might make people hate you. And if you unleashed something like that into the world, then who knows what sort of psychos might come.” 
 
    “But a dead guy had it and—” 
 
    “And they’re a dead guy aren’t they? Next!” 
 
    “Uh...how do I stop it?” 
 
    “Stop it?” 
 
    “How do I not make this Tyrfing?” 
 
    I have no clue… “Just think about reabsorbing it.” 
 
    The sword vanished and the dungeon core’s energy seemed to jump as it spoke. “It worked!” 
 
    “Indeed…so, um do you have any more good weapons? Oh, no need to create them, just tell me what they are and what they do.” 
 
    It rambled off a list of legendary cursed swords and I was reminded that the demonic emperor that killed the dragon was the cursed one. So of course his men all had cursed weapons. 
 
    I had to pass on all of its suggestions. 
 
    “Then, what can I offer?” It asked after listing everything. 
 
    “You’re way out in the boonies so maybe food, drink and supplies would be better for your earlier levels. As far as weapons and materials, how about strong unenchanted things.” 
 
    “Oh! I can do those too!” it said as it produced cooked food, and weapons ranging from steel to mythril. “Are these good?” 
 
    “Now you got it!” I said as I patted it. “So, we’ll take all of those. Also please create a warp here so we can return to the entrance without running back through the entire dungeon.” 
 
    “Eh, all of them?” 
 
    I clutched it again and it apologized as it spat out daggers, swords and axes in three different variants: steel, orichalcum and mythril. 
 
    I added what I could to my storage and everyone added the rest. 
 
    “A blanket!” Lain demanded, catching on to our dynamic with the core. “I want a soft fluffy blanket!” 
 
    It didn’t understand words like soft or fluffy, so I took out a remnant of the blanket from the undead dungeon and allowed the core to consume it. 
 
    It produced five of them, minus the enchantments and we each put one into our storage. 
 
    I gave the dungeon core a few final tips and it started to call me master like the rest had. 
 
    After that we entered the warp rune and exited the dungeon. 
 
    Now we all had new, shiny weapons. I took all the one-handed swords and axes. Des took the daggers, bolts, crossbows and bows. Lain took the maces, hammers and flails and Merli took the two handed swords and axes. 
 
    I wanted to enchant them, especially since we now had a good amount of steam golem cores but we had much more pressing matters to worry about. We were spent, without supplies and in the middle of a dead-zone. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 52: Unwelcomed - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Our options were extremely limited now. We could go north and hope that the beast kin would welcome us but none of us had any experience with them and we had Merli who couldn’t fool their noses. 
 
    We could go south, along the path I needed to follow to cure my curse but without the dragonewt village as a stopping point we’d starve before we ever saw another village. 
 
    That left west and east. West would normally be better but I’d used unbind to get here so any place I visited there might have another candidate and we were all weakened from our dungeon conquest. 
 
    True we might get some food into our bellies before they attacked but we’d still be completely at their mercy because they had the home court advantage. Besides, it would take us twice as long to get to the nearest bordertown in the empire. East was our only option, and all we needed was supplies. So hopefully we could be in and out of there in just a few hours. 
 
    I was grateful that the core had given us some cooked food, but I couldn’t identify it… So it was best kept as extreme reserves. Getting food poisoning while you're traveling can be fatal. Just because you’re not in a dungeon doesn’t mean there aren’t creatures, lesser demons and other things trying to kill you. 
 
    Merli and I used unbind and we all took flight heading east towards the human kingdom. Of course Lain rode me, Des rode Paz and Merli flew beside us. 
 
    We flew until the sun set, then we found a spot in the northern mountains to set up camp. Des and Paz were on hunting duty as Lain and I gathered firewood and Merli patrolled the area. 
 
    Luck was on our side as Des returned with a few rabbits and Paz returned with half a rotten...deer? As close as we are to beastkin territory, I can only hope that wasn’t a satyr or something. Either way, we could all fill our bellies tonight! 
 
    We slept in shifts like normal but I took the first watch this time which suited me fine because it gave me some time to experiment with spellcrafting. 
 
    Mixing elements was overpowered. Fire+wind gave you some fantastic results and so did earth and water but I didn’t have all the elements anymore. Any guesses about what happens when you mix dark and fire? Yeah...you get a dim flame. Fire and temporal just put out the fire and dark and temporal… I’m too far into uncharted territories here but there might be something to it. 
 
    For now let’s just focus on single element variations. I re-acquired flare, fireball, fire wall and could channel fire through my body. Lesser self immolation. 
 
    I switched to dark because I was already familiar with it so it was easy to recreate a few of the more common spells. I re-acquired dark rend, entrapping shadows and blind. 
 
    Temporal...temporal… 
 
    I tossed a stick in the air and tried to freeze it with stasis. I repeated this over and over again without any results until Merli came to take over my shift. 
 
    She sat down across from me as she stoked the fire. 
 
    Looking at her now, she was the most beautiful person I’d seen other than Lain. It was hard to tie this her with the demon I’d fought before. Morso now, because I’d seen her memories through Andritia’s blessing. 
 
    She was such a pure person, that’d been forced into doing horrible things just to live and it’d affected her greatly. She always had to look strong but with me, she’d dropped her guard every time. Even now, I can see her narrow shoulders shivering slightly in the cold mountain air. 
 
    She’s not a mindless warrior, she’s just a woman that’s lived a hard life. But there’s no need for that mask anymore. 
 
    I sighed slightly as I sat beside her and put my arm around her. She looked up at me and I gently ran my hand down her cheek as I raised her face and kissed her pillowy lips. 
 
    I felt a chill as I uttered the next line. “Did that warm you up?” Why did I say that? That’s so damned cringy...but it does sound like something I’d say to be honest. 
 
    “Not yet…” She said in a whisper, “maybe if you do it again.” 
 
    I did it again, savoring the soft feeling of having her in my arms. There was no doubt that I felt something for her now. She had practically died to save us but inside she was so tender and soft that she’d almost lost herself. 
 
    With a mental sigh, I broke off our kiss but her eyes stayed closed for a moment. And when they opened again she had this look that can’t be described. It was as if she was filled with emotions yet so relaxed at the same time. A look of contentment. And at that moment her eyes had never looked so beautiful before. 
 
    She smiled slightly as she leaned against me. “That should do it.” 
 
    Andritia, just what the hell are you trying to do to me? 
 
    I knew that Andritia united people that loved each other but was that all she did? Her followers were immune to charm, meaning that she valued true love above all else. But is she really a benevolent goddess or does she have a dark side? Maybe it’s all some sort of big plan to punish us all because no matter how you look at it, we’ve all committed crimes against her. 
 
    I was married and we both cheated on each other. Des was a stalker. Lain killed her first love accidentally and Merli… Merli hadn’t done anything wrong. 
 
    I tossed a stick in the air and tried to stop it. 
 
    “Why did you do that?” Merli asked, looking at my extended hand. 
 
    “Uh…” I hung my head as I swallowed my pride. “I’m trying to cast Stasis now that I have mana. Any tips?” 
 
    She smiled for a moment as she ran her hand along mine. “Just think about a time when you wanted to stop time. Like a moment that you never wanted to end…” 
 
    I swallowed as her fingers intertwined with mine. Then I tried it again, no results. The stick just fell normally. 
 
    “Nothing…” 
 
    “Can I see your status?” She asked, pulling her hand back. 
 
    “Okay, but don’t laugh at a certain part of it. This curse has robbed me of most things, including my dignity.” 
 
    She looked over my status for a moment then nodded to herself. 
 
    “So you can suck your own—” 
 
    “That was the part I wanted you to ignore!” 
 
    She seemed taken aback. “Why, I’d like to see it.” 
 
    “I’d prefer it if you did it.” 
 
    “Well then…” She pulled back her hair and I had to stop her. 
 
    “It’s not like I wouldn’t enjoy it right now but we were talking about the Stasis spell.” 
 
    “Simple,” she said, still tying her hair. “You don’t have enough mana yet.” 
 
    She pulled back the armor that surrounded her breasts and practically ripped my pants down. 
 
    “You really don’t have to do this right now…” 
 
    She smiled a sad smile and sat back down by me hugging her knees. “You don’t want me...do you?” 
 
    My curse and I agreed as I tackled her down and ripped her lower armor away, seconds before I forced myself inside her. 
 
    I breeded with her hard and fast, pulling her hair and telling how good she felt as...she tossed a steel greatsword into the darkness. 
 
    “Wha—” 
 
    “Just look at me! Don’t stop, Shtulls! Never stop!” 
 
    She used physical enhancement and grew to be about two heads taller than me as she used every ounce of her strength to keep me inside her. Despite what I expected, she actually grew tighter and her muscles began to milk me until I came. Then my poor member was squeezed inside her vicelike entrance until she finally finished. 
 
    Then she was once again the soft sweet Merli that I knew. So I took my time with her, holding her tightly, caressing her massive breasts and staying inside her. We definitely had feelings for each other and I knew I should feel guilty about it but Lain didn’t. I’d still need to speak to Des but from her actions earlier, I don’t think she feels jealous about it either. 
 
    After a long while I naturally slipped out of Merli and we sat together by the fire again. 
 
    “Ah!” She said as if suddenly remembering something. 
 
    “Ah? What is it?” 
 
    She ran off into the forest and dragged back a deer with a steel greatsword in its side. “Sorry, I was—” 
 
    “Damn girl, that’s great!” 
 
    I helped her drain and skin it before she shooed me off, saying that I’d need my rest. 
 
    I begrudgingly complied and when I entered the tent Lain opened her blanket for me, inviting me in. It was warm and soft, made better because I knew it all came from Lain’s body heat. 
 
    “How’s your curse now that you made your necklace thingy” She whispered as she pulled me close, kissing my forehead. “I know it gives you mana and stuff.” 
 
    “Just one flare-up,” I said, nestling comfortably into her arms. “I don’t think the curse’s effects apply to accessories. It seems to only use my mana and I think it's full from that alone now that my regen doubled.” 
 
    “Then…” She started as she ran her hand down my stomach and into my pants. “Did you want to try to—” 
 
    “Yes ma’am!” 
 
    In the warmth and comfort of her embrace, I slowly entered her as she bit her lip to keep from moaning. I managed to push the entirety of my length into her wet depths, then—huh? 
 
    “SHTULLS!” 
 
    Who’s yelling? 
 
    The light from the midday sun flowed lazily through the waxen fibres of our tent as Des cried over me. 
 
    What the hell!? Wasn’t I just...with Lain and… Ah, we’re not there yet, DAMMIT! 
 
    “I’m fine Des,” I said as I reached up and dried her tears. “Lain can’t kill me, so you shouldn’t worry about that.” 
 
    “B-but there was a while there when…” 
 
    I see, Lain is similar to the curse, she drains me not my accessory. It probably saved my life last night. 
 
    I pulled Des down and covered her with the blanket then cuddled with her until she stopped crying. Apparently I’d almost died and that’d freaked Lain out. I’ll have to apologize to her later. I don’t want this to drive a wedge between us. 
 
    I held Des for a while longer, until her soft breaths told me she was asleep. After that I left the tent and found Lain sulking by the fire. 
 
    I called out to her and she tensed up. 
 
    I see, this is probably the point when others have left her. 
 
    I sat down next to her and sighed. “Sorry about last night. I’m fine though, but damn! We were so close…” 
 
    She swallowed as she looked up at me with tearstained eyes. It was an expression I never wanted to see on a face as cute as hers. 
 
    I pulled her legs around my waist and let her cry into my chest as I held her tight. 
 
    “It’s okay, Lain. I knew what I was getting into and it was worth it. That’s how dedicated I am to—” 
 
    “No…” She said, shaking her head against me as she trembled. “I-I almost killed you...I almost…” 
 
    I kissed her, stopping her words as I rubbed her back. “Lain, I love you and I didn’t die. I’m still here, so stop. Nothing bad happened!” 
 
    “No! I—” 
 
    I kissed her long and hard. 
 
    The difference in using your own mana and pulling it from an accessory is huge. Casting spells is a conscious action but by mana cycling with my beads maybe I can overcome this limit. 
 
    I forced my mana into Lain as she drained me and she became limp in my arms. “See, I’m fine!” 
 
    Her lower lip still trembled but she nodded slightly as I held her. It was as if all the tension had left her body and like Des, she slept. 
 
    Just how bad was it last night and what exactly did I put these girls through? 
 
    After laying Lain down by Des in our tent, I found Merli and asked her. 
 
    Des had saved my life after Lain screamed, then Merli and even Paz joined in after I stopped breathing. Perhaps it didn’t seem as bad to me because I wasn’t awake for it but for everyone else...they’d almost lost me. 
 
    That was the first moment when I began to understand just how important I was to everyone. They had each other, but I was the core of our group and without me here, they’d all… 
 
    Merli’s eyes were red, she’d probably run off the moment I started breathing again to cry alone.  
 
    “I’d been taking my life too lightly and it hurt everyone. I know that now, so I’ll be more careful.” The curse made me say. 
 
    Merli nodded and I kissed the top of her head before we split ways. She began roasting a leg of deer over the fire in typical demon fashion, which is just holding it over the fire. 
 
    I’d like to help her but I had things I needed to do as well. 
 
    Orichalcum, most people think mythril is better but mythril is only as strong as the mana you pour into it. Orichalcum is my preferred metal because it self repairs. But because of that function, it’s almost impossible to enchant. Any indentations you make on it will eventually disappear. 
 
    But will that still be the case with my Artificer job? I needed to test it. 
 
    Using my modified tools, I was able to carve into the metal like it was soft clay. I enchanted my orichalcum longsword with keening and stamina recovery and gained the enchanter job. 
 
    I now had a tiny bonus to INT but because I only knew the runes that the enchantress taught me, it’s not like I could test anything else out. 
 
    I should’ve asked the core for a shield. 
 
    Oh well, this sword will be my guinea pig. If it works out then I’ll use some more cores and enchant everyone else's weapons as well. 
 
    After Merli had thoroughly and unfortunately charred the hell out of the meat, I carved into it and started a stew. I found a few wild onions and herbs earlier so I added those in. Of course I knew that there was no way this stew would be finished any time soon but I could always toss it into my storage to finish later. 
 
    We searched around for more herbs, mushrooms and wild game before we all ate in an uncomfortable silence. Burnt deer was not tasty, made worse by the lack of seasoning other than ash… Yep, Merli is banned from cooking. 
 
    That serene spot that we found would be the last of our luck for a while as after we began traveling again, we never found more game. Only beasts in the night. 
 
    But I guess that was a sort of fortune because we were able to harvest several pelts and parts that could be traded when we finally did find a town. 
 
    The reason we had to take such an extreme path through the mountains was two-fold. We had to avoid the border wall and the kingdom’s northern fortresses. 
 
    Luckily I was right about which place was closest now that we could fly but I hadn’t taken into account the much colder weather in the mountains. We were very lucky to find a small village that didn’t exist the last time I traveled north. 
 
    It seemed like between the human-demon wars, the monster population boomed and this place was likely established to profit off of selling monster parts. It had simple wooden fortifications but the gates were decorated with trophies that proclaimed its hunting prowess. 
 
    Merli assumed the form of a human woman with blonde hair, and Des took off her mask and put her dress on over her battered body stocking. 
 
    But Paz stood out like a sore thumb. A pazuzu was a demonic beast and we were back in human territory again. If he was still blue like before then they’d let him pass without questions no matter what his race was but he was green now that he’d lost the blessings of his god. 
 
    We set up camp a little ways from the main road and we were all thankful that Lain had the foresight to ask the core for more blankets. Luckily for me, I had Salamanzer’s blessing so by using a tiny bit of mana I was fine. 
 
    That allowed me to scout out the village a little before I risked everyone’s safety by jumping in uninformed. 
 
    Plenty of beasts passed through the gates, most of them beasts of burden hauling carts of mangled monsters and forest creatures but there were a few shadow-wolves and even an enslaved goblin or two. All of them had red scarfs, a symbol I recognized from back in my adventurer days for domesticated beasts or monster servants. 
 
    To get it, you had to pay the hunter’s guild or the merchant’s guild. Depending on where you were. ...I wasn’t about to shell out all my food funds or trade in my cores and trophies just for a red piece of cloth, so I found a slow-moving cart, pulled by a rinox, a sort of large furry pack animal with a large horn, and walked beside them for a while. 
 
    The merchant driving the heavy cart looked at me from the corner of his eyes as he spoke. “If you’re thinking about robbing me then—” 
 
    “No, that’s not my intention…” I said as I took a mithril axe from my storage. 
 
    He pulled his cart to a stop and fingered his wand before I stopped him, flipping the axe over and handing it towards him, handle first. “This is mithril. I don’t need to tell you how valuable something like this is, do I?” 
 
    He slowly took it and examined it for a while. “So it is… But what of it, traveler?” 
 
    I pointed to the crest on the side of his cart. “I’d like to trade, of course without anything as boring and tedious as contracts.” 
 
    I was banned from the merchant’s guild and even if I wasn’t, I doubt there’s one here and I don’t want anyone to know our identities, especially not in the human kingdom. 
 
    He ran his thumb along the war-axe’s blade and whistled. “This craftsmanship is quite good, where’d you steal it?” 
 
    I took out my mithril longsword and my orichalcum weapons as well. “I didn’t steal it, I have a secret supplier. A craftsman that wishes to stay anonymous.” 
 
    His face lit up as he tried to conceal a smile. “I see, so a new dwarven master who’s testing his wares on the open market for the first time?” 
 
    “Something like that…” 
 
    “What about that orichalcum sword there, it—it’s enchanted! Enchanted orichalcum!!” 
 
    “Yep, but it's a prototype, not for sale or trade I’m afraid.” 
 
    His eyes turned back to the war-axe in his hands. “So what will this cost me?” 
 
    “A red scarf for my beast and what wares do you carry?” 
 
    “Rare beasts from the demonic empire along with their cores, potions, rare meats and spices from the west and herbal wonders picked and dried by ancient masters. Sure to prolong your life and—” 
 
    “Cut the shit,” I said, interrupting him. “I don’t buy snake-oil. For starters I’ll take the scarf, then after I look at your wares, I’ll decide from there.” 
 
    He smiled, revealing his canines as he swept the hair from his bright eyes. “I have a feeling you’ll take whatever I offer or else I’ll call for the guards and keep this axe for myself after they chase you off.” 
 
    I sighed as I took my axe back, overpowering him. “That’s too bad, I really wanted to establish good relations with the merchant’s guild for my master’s sake. I have all these fantastic weapons but I guess you weren’t the one. I’ll just have to ask any of these other carts what they—” 
 
    “No! I’ll take it! Or rather, look at my wares, you won’t be disappointed.” 
 
    I didn’t care for mithril weapons and out of all of us, only Lain would benefit from them. As she had the mana to spare, well, maybe Merli as well when she was physically enhanced and not using her mana for support. 
 
    Mithral armor on the other hand was pretty good. Sacrificing mana for defence was great, especially if it was a light chain-maile but sacrificing mana to make your blade harder… 
 
    I traded the axe for the scarf and a fair amount of supplies like meat, hardened bread and spices. 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    I looked at the rest of his wares. I didn’t need herbal remedies or monster parts. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He seemed taken aback. “But this axe is worth more than some meat and—” 
 
    “It’s fine, you saved me the trouble of traveling to a guild. That alone is worth something.” What an oddly honest merchant, this guy is. 
 
    He shook his head and handed me a stamped piece of paper. “This should grant you access to this village without having to pay a fee. It’ll also give you a discount at the inn and the stables. And here’s some gold, I don’t carry much when I’m on the road but...take it.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I said as I took his offering. “If you have a card, then I’ll let my master know about how well you’ve treated me.” 
 
    He smiled as he handed me a small piece of parchment. “Of course I’d appreciate it! Also, if you happen to enchant anything else then please find me first.” 
 
    “Right, will do—huh?” 
 
    He looked at the orichalcum sword that hung from my belt. “No great master would use such simple enchantments. But...no great master I’ve ever seen could enchant orichalcum.” 
 
    My expression must’ve betrayed me as he smiled and clicked his tongue to signal his beast to move on. 
 
    Well, I’d acquired half of what we needed and I knew everyone was waiting for me, so I returned to camp and after tying the scarf around Paz’s neck, we joined the long line to enter the hunting town. 
 
    Luckily by using the merchant’s stamp, we were able to enter without questions or by paying a fee. 
 
    The rest came after that as we spent our time in this hunter’s village. We bought everything we could, visiting every open stall and butcher's shop then we traded off a hefty amount of our steam golem cores at the adventurer’s guild but with every step we made, I could feel malicious gazes upon us. 
 
    We bought a night in the only inn this place offered but I didn’t sleep well. Even though we scooted the beds together and my body was warmed by Lain’s, I could still feel...something, looking at us with hate. 
 
    I woke up a little later than usual and where Lain should’ve been was a note. 
 
    She and Des went shopping for clothes and necessities but they left a tray of food from the inn on the table for me. 
 
    I dressed in the least damaged clothes I had other than my gaudy suit and ate before leaving. They’d probably dragged Merli off with them even though her ‘clothes’ were a result of her ability. 
 
    When I got down to the reception desk I was slammed with a one gold fee for Paz’s food costs. Apparently they treated the animals here well but not knowing much about a pazuzu they just kind of fed him until he stopped eating. But one full damned gold coin!? What were they feeding him, freaking filet mignon? 
 
    I begrudgingly paid before mooning the receptionist and offering to pay her in sexual favors the next time we stayed… Luckily she took it as me being drunk and laughed it off, likely because they’d just extorted the hell out of me. 
 
    I found a quiet place and wore my screaming mask for a few seconds to take the edge off my curse before checking on Paz in the stables. 
 
    He burped as he saw me and we talked for a while about all the strange animals they had here. Luckily none were blue but it was still a little shocking to see so many domesticated beasts and monsters happily eating side by side. But this was a hunting village and monsters and beasts were only a few steps away once you left. And if that merchant I met yesterday is any indication, you could also buy them here. 
 
    I wore my mask again to curb my curse before— 
 
    “Ah so you’re the owner of that big-eating boy there!” 
 
    “AIAAAAAAH!!!” I answered in a woman’s blood curdling scream. 
 
    “AHH!” 
 
    I removed my mask. “Ah...sorry about that.” 
 
    “W-w-what the hell, man!?” The stablehand said, still shaking. “H-how’d you even make that sound?” 
 
    A chill ran down my spine. “I was doing an impression of your mother last night!” I pelvic thrusted between words as I spoke. “Ooh, yeah, get it!” 
 
    I looked back to Paz, tears filling my eyes but he just stared at me with his mouth open then quickly looked away as if he didn’t know me. 
 
    The man however seemed to relax. “Oh, so that’s why you can afford an exotic beasty like this one. My mom’s not cheap, you know!” 
 
    “Oh,” I said, smelling my fingers. “I know, trust me, I know…” Why do I have to be like this? I don’t want to say this stuff anymore! 
 
    He stood up and laughed as he patted my back. “Well, it’s better you spent it on her then some of the other girls. She’s a local, so at least you’re helping out the town that way.” 
 
    I placed my hand on his shoulder and gave him a thumbs up. “Anything to support single mothers!” When will this stop! Also, he’s okay with this!? 
 
    “She’s not single, my dad works in the brothel across the street from her. So—” 
 
    “I know!! I paid him a visit too!” I said, thrusting my fist through my hand and working slowly. “Oil, and hot, hot dongs rubbing together!” NO! GOD WHY!? 
 
    He laughed so hard his eyes watered. “That was a joke, the dad part. Ain’t got one of those but now I get your sense of humor. You’re not bad, guy. What’s your name?” 
 
    Make up a fake name. Make up a fake name! Come on curse, don’t give him your real name! “Hugh G. Rection, I deliver meat in large quantities. Thirty minutes or it’s free.” 
 
    He slapped my shoulders hard enough to make me wince as he cackled. “That’s great! I get it now, with the mask and all, you must be a performer! This town needs something like that. Lately everyone’s been so serious and strange. I’m not a warrior or a hunter so I don’t leave town but something just seems off about them when they return now.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll give them something to laugh at!” I said, cupping my crotch.  
 
    That’s it! I’m returning to my room and waiting for Lain! Actually...that’s probably why she left the food there; so I wouldn’t wonder out. 
 
    The man flipped me a copper coin and dried his eyes. “Promise me you’ll come back and tell me when you're putting on your show. I’ll be there, hell, I’ll even bring my mother!” 
 
    “Yes! Make sure she comes...I know I did!” Why is this curse always weirdly sexual? I’m so tired of this! 
 
    Fearing what else I might say or do, I paid for another night at the Inn with the receptionist all while licking my lips and winking at her. Still thinking I was drunk, she obviously overcharged me but not wanting to harass anyone else, I paid and hurried back to our slightly shitty room. 
 
    I didn't sleep well last night because I had a strange feeling that something was watching me. That meant that Lain and I didn’t do our morning rituals. That also meant that my curse was flourishing wildly now that my regen had doubled. 
 
    At this rate, I couldn’t interact with anyone normally anymore unless I wore my screaming mask and stayed quiet or I was unbound. 
 
    I lay on the bed, screaming into my pillow until Lain and the rest finally returned. 
 
    I heard their happy chatter in the hallway until the door opened and my feelings gushed into Lain. She dropped her bags and tackled me while apologizing. Des and Merli awkwardly entered and Lain yanked them both into bed with us. Then finally, Lain relieved me of my curse. 
 
    With my face buried in her bosoms, she spoke. “I’m sorry Shtulls, you were asleep and…” She began to whisper. “Even though I still wanted to do it, it just felt wrong with so many witnesses…” 
 
    Is she a criminal? Well, I guess it would look like that to someone else. But Des already knew about it and Merli had participated once. Was I being molested? Lain did have the Molester title and to gain that sort of thing one needs to have done it repeatedly so… Yep, but my molester is the love of my life, so I forgive her. 
 
    “Des, Merli, listen up. I need to tell you about…” 
 
    I told them more about my curse. Des already knew most of it, but Merli’s eyes widened as she listened. She knew I was cursed, and she knew the nature of my curse having seen it first hand a few times now. But I don’t think she’d figured out Lain’s role in controlling it yet. She also knew and cared little for human customs and practices. 
 
    Still today’s attempted outing reminded me of just how debilitating this curse actually was. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 53: Work - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Lain and Des showed off their new winter wear outfits. Des had also found a person to repair her body stocking again. In my opinion, she didn’t need it anymore but regardless of the fact her scars were gone, her large, black, lighting-esque veins still showed through her pale skin. I knew the reasons she hid them were both strategic and aesthetic. 
 
    Then there was also the fact that Lain couldn’t touch her as much without the stocking. And I truly believed that Des had come to enjoy snuggling with Lain almost as much as I did. 
 
    Luckily this place served as a gathering place for materials and body stockings were actually fairly common here though the material used was much thicker because of the cold climate. So Des’s thin black ones were fairly cheap to commision. 
 
    Lain had also wanted to get me some new clothes as well and luckily Des knew all my measurements down to the millimeter… I gotta love that sort of attention to detail, if not then I’d be creeped out. 
 
    Luckily the clothes fit and looked good on all of us. We also had a few new outfits to spare so we all had a miniature fashion show. Even Merli participated as she used her ability to mimic our clothes. 
 
    It was times like this that brought me back from despair. I didn’t need the approval of the masses, as long as I had them we could all laugh and enjoy life together. With them, I was home, no matter where we stayed. 
 
    After a while, Lain mentioned dinner and Des opted to go with her to help carry everything. 
 
    “Wait, dinner?” 
 
    “Yeppers we paid for meals in addition to our—” 
 
    “Dammit!” 
 
    “Wha!?” Lain said, feeling my anger through our connection. 
 
    “They not only double charged us,” I said, “they charged us double for meals…” 
 
    Des adjusted her glasses. “I’ll take care of it.” 
 
    With that they left and Merli and I sat awkwardly across from each other. Me fuming at how this inn had exploited us, and her, mostly oblivious to everything. 
 
    She took her greatswords from her storage and began to attempt to maintain them. 
 
    This snapped me out of my funk and I started to teach her how to sharpen and clean them the right way. 
 
    The swords that Lower Demons were given were often just thick masses of steel, roughly in the shape of a sword. Quality was not a part of their construction and when they broke, you just got another one. Cursed weapons aside, no demon ever maintained their blades unless they were powerful or they were trophies. 
 
    I took back the embarrassingly named sword and decided to enchant her orichalcum greatsword by using steam golem cores to imbue it with fire and water magic. Did I know how to do that, no, but I felt like I could. And if I botched it then the metal would return to form, rejecting my enchantments at the cost of the cores spent. 
 
    The sword itself had a magnificent form, caught somewhere between a claymore and a zweihander in that it had a four palm handle and two guards. It’s balance point was low and its weight was around twelve pounds overall which given Merli’s strength was about perfect. 
 
    Enchanting an iron or steel weapon with fire magic was a death sentence to the weapon as heat destroyed the temper of the blade. But orichalcum was different, it would repair itself if given enough time. So I added two cores that would work together for both sides of the blade then, all I had to do was trace an outline along it. I followed that with hardening and stamina regen. 
 
    Everything looked fine but when she tested it, the core blew up and I had to revise my pattern. This time I only covered the last two thirds of the blade with fire runes. Leaving the bottom portion with water. 
 
    We couldn’t do a destructive test here but the enchantments held without overtaxing the cores so I’d call that a success. Now all hale the Steam Sword! Which to be honest isn’t that practical...but I had to do something with the water mana the core produced. 
 
    Des and Lain returned, holding two trays each piled high with exotic meats grilled to perfection. Des sat her trays down and handed me two gold coins. “This is what they overcharged us.” 
 
    Those were likely the same coins I’d paid earlier. 
 
    “We already paid for another night earlier, then you paid them again. Also, Paz’s feeding fee is included in our stay without stipulation! Even the stableboy vouched for that!” 
 
    We ate and talked for a while as I altered my armor to work with my new clothes. 
 
    Then there came a knock at the door. Lain kissed me so my curse wouldn’t act up and we let a man in. 
 
    “So you were an actor,” he said, looking at me apologetically. “My wife misjudged you and we—” 
 
    “No worries,” Lain said happily. “You took good care of our doggo and Sht—” 
 
    “Hugh,” I interrupted. “Pleasure to meet you. Yes, I was just running through my routine with your wife. Of course, I realize now how that must’ve looked to her. So there were mistakes made on both sides. You returned our money, so we’re fine now. No harm no foul.” 
 
    “No,” The man said, bowing his head. “You carry the merchant guild’s seal and you’ve also been trading rare cores. Here!” He tossed a bag of coins at us. “This is the difference between your discount and what we...we, overcharged you. I really can’t apologize enough for how you were treated!” 
 
    Thirty-nine silvers… we were way, way overcharged, even beyond what Des had struggled to get back. 
 
    “Be it putting on a show or subjugating beasts, I’m sure someone as important as you can help us. So, please don’t hold a grudge against us. We don’t want to lose our affiliation with the guild and after hearing about your routine, I’m sure we could use a laugh. Let—” 
 
    “Deal,” I said with a smile. “Well stay for a week, at an adjusted rate with no stipulations on Paz’s diet. In exchange, we’ll hunt the things that others won’t, we’ll put in a good word for you with the merchant’s guild and we’ll even put on a show at some point. Sound good?” 
 
    “Yes, but I still apologize for how we treated you earlier. I left a note for the other shifts but it must’ve gotten lost somewhere. That folly is mine to bear and all I can do now is—” 
 
    “Come clean,” I said, “Last night something felt off. Is this place haunted or is there something else happening here?” 
 
    His stupefied expression told me that he had no clue what I was talking about. “Um, the mood has been tense here for some time, but that’s probably because of bad hunts or competition. Mr. Hugh, don’t tell me you believe in ghosts.” 
 
    Ghosts, I’d seen them many times now; mostly in dungeons and this definitely wasn’t that. If it was then Lain would’ve sensed it as well. No, something else was moving the people here and muddling their emotions. 
 
    “It isn’t ghosts I fear, it’s what lies in the minds of man. All I can promise you is that we’ll hunt, trade and live in this village. After that, who knows. Rather we succeed or fail, I’ll still put in a good word for you with the merchant’s guild. But next time, you should treat your guests well, regardless of their social status or outward actions. Just imagine how bad this would seem if I were say...a secret auditor for the merchant’s guild here to test our contract.” 
 
    The man fell silent and bowed low as he left. 
 
    That night we received another additional tray of food, mostly meats, cooked exquisitely and sauced with the rarest ingredients. 
 
    Somehow things were different that night. I felt no ominous aura, no hidden eyes upon me. What the hell happened when we got here? There has to be something to this but we’re just passing through. I should prioritize getting supplies and getting the hell out of here. 
 
    I don’t need to fight whatever entity infects this place, especially if it’s a candidate. 
 
    Unlike the night before, I slept well, even though I was Lain’s little spoon and Des was mine. When morning came, I was awakened by the pure bliss that was Lain’s insides as she rode me for all of three seconds until we came. 
 
    After that I stretched with Des and paid Merli some attention as well. I could only hope this would be enough to control the curse for a while. 
 
    Even though we all had new clothes now, our armor except for Lain’s holy armor was in tatters. So Des and I visited the armor shop and got measured for new light armor. 
 
    This place really didn’t have a lot of heavy armor because leather was its bread and butter. So leatherworkers flocked here in order to ply their trade before the goods were marked up and exported. Fortunately enough for Des and I, that meant we could buy high quality armor at a fair price. 
 
    Lain, Merli and Paz had already joined a hunt by the time Des and I finished our business so we opted to join one ourselves at the adventurer’s guild. 
 
    I had to pay more than I wanted to sign up under an alias but this was a small town, and the kingdom’s influence here was sparse. In fact, most of the people going on hunts here weren’t registered. 
 
    But at least I’d gained a fake ID to use if I was ever in the kingdom again. Even though my stats weren’t bad, Des was a C rank and I was now an F rank so that brought our overall score down to D meaning we were grouped with newbies. 
 
    “Hi, I’m Chadwick, but you can call me Chad.” 
 
    I shook the man’s hand as his two other party members shot me disapproving looks. 
 
    “Ew, he smells like an old man…” A blonde girl with pristine clothes said. 
 
    I held up my hand to stop Des from saying something that would get us kicked out of the group. 
 
    “Felna, don’t say that.” Chad said, his charismatic smile cutting through her. “With age comes wisdom.” He leaned in close to me and whispered. “Sorry about that, bro. She’s a little spoiled but she’s nice once you get to know her.” 
 
    “Hm...then what about that gremlin with him, she’s—” 
 
    They all backed away after seeing my expression...and my sword which I’d unconsciously unfastened. 
 
    “N-nevermind! The old guy and the…” 
 
    They shall not say another unkind word about Des! 
 
    “Let’s just go,” the other woman said, pulling the blonde girl back. “It’s only a short hunt so even if they are nobodies, we should be fine.” 
 
    Chad gave us a silent apology before he put his arms around the other two and we were off. 
 
    The blonde was a fire mage, the brunette was an archer and Chad was a swordsman with a similar style to mine. He used a sword and shield, which to be fair was common. But he had style, his hits were solid and he always seemed to keep his head in battle. All-in-all I’d say he was the core of this group and the other two just did whatever they wanted. But after a few hours it became clear that he was overworking himself, so I had to step in to fill his role. 
 
    The other two just fawned over him while Des took up their slack. We were splitting things equally so this was fine for a while. But that point passed quickly as Des and I killed more than three times what they did. 
 
    I cursed the fact that any recognized hunting party had to have at least five members as Des and I did their work for them while they just chatted behind us. 
 
    I felt a tingle run down my spine but fighting beasts kept it at bay. If I just focused on fighting these monsters then… 
 
    “We should set up camp here.” Chad said as he looked up at the setting sun. 
 
    “Camp!?” I said, clenching my teeth. “No, you guys can do whatever but we’re going ba—” 
 
    “I told you they’d abandon us.” The blonde said as she played with her hair. “Who could trust some filthy old man and his hideous woman.” 
 
    My eye twitched and I could feel my curse struggling to awaken. 
 
    Des hugged herself close to me, but she couldn’t stop it any more than I could. 
 
    My neck twisted to the side with a loud pop. “Oy, Bitchilocks! Go fuck youself before I do it for you!” 
 
    “Huh!? You dare to—” 
 
    “Woah woah woah, there, bro,” Chad said. “We’re all in this together and traveling back after nightfall is dumb. We’re all tired, so fending off attacks from both sides would be suicide. Let’s just set up camp. Even if we don’t sleep here, we can at least eat and rest until we’re ready to go back.” 
 
    His argument was sound and seeing Des panicking for my sake had me wanting to agree with him. 
 
    “Listen to him,” the brunette said, waving her hand dismissively. “We let you into our party so the least you could do is obey your greaters. Besides, if you leave us now and something happens to us then you’ll be expelled from the guild.” 
 
    I swallowed audibly as my whole body shook to suppress my curse. My mind dwelled on Lain and I wished she was here right now but she was too far away to feel her through our link. 
 
    I smiled creepily as I licked the brunette with my eyes. She shivered slightly and hid behind Chad. 
 
    “Don’t come near me!” She shrieked as I smiled so broadly that my molars showed. 
 
    “Oh, I’ll cum alright, I’ll cum wherever I please!” 
 
    “Dude, no…” Chad said. “Come on man, don’t be like that.” 
 
    Des took out her mana draining Claw and I nodded to her as she secretly cut me. She was careful not to hurt me too much and the draining effect was nowhere near what Lain could do but it was enough for me to calm down a little. 
 
    I nodded at Chad and we all sat around the fire, roasting meat. The two women in Chad’s party, Felna and Cirice, spent equal time glaring at us and doting on Chad. But that didn’t matter to me, “I had this cute little woman by my side with her deep green eyes and a face so beautiful that any artist would pay their weight in gold just to paint it. Every move she made, told a story of her devotion and grace. And whenever our eyes met, I could only remember the stories of Andritia’s daughters. Des was a person I held dear and just having her with me meant I could overcome anything. I just hoped that somehow, my sentiments…” 
 
    Des choked on her food as the curse aired my thoughts for all to hear. But the way she blushed made me fall for her all over again. 
 
    “Eh, you mean that gargoyle beside you?” The blonde said. 
 
    “Any artist would pay their weight in gold.” The brunette said with a chuckle as she leaned forward. “Well, I guess she does have a pretty face but aren’t you delusional? Her body is so skinny and gross. She doesn’t even have brea—” 
 
    “Let’s go to bed,” Chad wisely interrupted. “Hugh, do you mind taking the first watch?” 
 
    A painful shiver ran down my spine but Des covered my mouth and answered for me. “We’re fine, you guys rest. After that, let's go back to the village. We’re still lively so we can make the trip without sleeping.” 
 
    “Huh!? Are you calling us weak, Beanpole?” The blonde said as I felt Des waver in my arms. 
 
    To insult me is one thing but to hurt the woman I love while I’m holding her… 
 
    Des reached her hand down my pants and I froze. Who knew that the curse had this sort of weakness? 
 
    “Yes, you’re weak.” Des said, adjusting her glasses with one hand while she adjusted me with her other one. “Don’t forget I’m a C ranker with four dungeons under my belt, Sh—Hugh aside. You three are just Ds with no experience and it shows. Chad propped you up until you let him run out of energy. If you can’t support the man you love then how can you possibly lecture me?” 
 
    “L-lecture, I was just—” 
 
    “Leave it,” Chad said, pulling her into their tent. “She’s right, we should be thankful that they helped us out. Hugh even took the time to show me a few moves I didn’t know.” 
 
    “But commoners should be—” 
 
    “Lady Felnastas—” Cirice began but soon both were silenced as Chad dragged them into the tent. 
 
    But I’d already heard enough. Felnastasia, the fifth daughter of the king. She had no possibility of inheriting the throne with five brothers and four sisters ahead of her. She was probably going to be my bride if I wasn’t already married when I was the hero. And even despite that they tried to force her upon me.  
 
    I really felt for her, since her entire role was just to be sold off for diplomatic relations but it’s hard to feel pity for a woman who so readily tried to demean Des. 
 
    Des was her exact opposite, a woman who worked hard her entire life. Now this princess was taking pot shots at her. 
 
    Des had covered her body and hair with her stocking, so only her face showed. Yet somehow, that was the one part they didn’t insult. Des was still skinny, Merli and I had been working on that by feeding her demonic essence but the hexes had taken a toll that we couldn’t pay just yet. 
 
    I didn’t mind it, “even if Lain and I were the only two people in the world that saw Des’s beauty; then that would be fine by me. Treasure is meant to be hidden and Des belonged to me. Like the dragons of old, I’ll hide her away so that only I can see her as she is because only Lain and I know just how amazing she can be. She is cute, devoted and her slightly large nipples are the perfect size to play with. Just feeling them in my hands…” I don’t even care, it’s all true! 
 
    Des melted back into me and placed my hands on her chest as she took off her armor and added it to her storage. Even though I wasn’t touching her skin directly, feeling her nipples harden through her sheer bodystocking was almost as good. 
 
    “Shtulls…” She said weakly and she guided my hand lower. 
 
    As if to match us, soft moans could be heard from the tent as well, so I knew we wouldn’t be overheard. 
 
    But we were on guard duty, and without Paz’s sense of smell to warn us, that meant we actually had to pay attention to our surroundings. 
 
    Des stood on shaky legs as she untied the split in her body stocking, showing me her precious place. I pulled her into my lap and she slowly tried to work her way down as she wrapped her legs around me. 
 
    Luckily this way we could see in front of and behind us. So as long as we— 
 
    “SHIT!” 
 
    I leaped up, my pants falling around my ankles as a massive face loomed above the tent. Des sprung into action with all the grace of a drunken dancer and managed to fire off a bolt as I yelled for Chad and the rest. 
 
    The bolt grazed the creature’s head and it wailed in pain, driving Chad and the girls out, half dressed and woefully unprepared. 
 
    I kicked off my pants and pulled my sword free. 
 
    This all happened in a matter of seconds and it was a chaotic mess of panic and disorder but I still managed to meet the creature’s club before it smashed down on the three from the tent. 
 
    Thanks to Des’s bolt, the creature was already in a state of shock itself and its blow was light but its hit still made my hands go numb. It took my all to parry the blow away as I cast Flare on it. 
 
    I followed up with Blind and we finally got a good look at the thing. 
 
    “A bugbear!” Chad said, grabbing for his sword which wasn’t there. I tossed him the mithril sword from my storage and jumped back as the creature burned. 
 
    It flailed wildly and I caught it with a Counter, knocking it down. Then true to her stalking nature, Des was already there to finish it off with her claws. 
 
    “We can’t stay here,” I said, “where there’s one of those things, there’s more.” 
 
    I turned around and felt a soft slapping sensation on Lil’Shtulls as the blonde eeped. 
 
    She looked up at me, her face a mix of horror shock and still red from what they were doing before we all got interrupted. “W-w-why… You—how dare!?” 
 
    Chad whistled. “Nice cock, bro!” 
 
    “Yeah, you, er… Have one too, good job!” 
 
    He was hung like an inchworm in winter. 
 
    Seeing the three of them like that, my eyes naturally shot to the women. Felna had a small chest around the same size as Des’s, meaning that she’d been padding her bra. She was the pot calling the kettle black. 
 
    The brunette, Cirice, on the other hand, could almost match up to Merli. 
 
    Lain still had the best shape and texture though… God I miss Lain! 
 
    “I-it gets bigger!?” Felna said, her eyes looking distant. 
 
    “Wha!?” I turned back to the bugbear fearing a mutation and this time there was a resounding slap. 
 
    “M-my eye!!” The blonde screamed. 
 
    How does one even apologize for something like this? I’m so sorry, fifth princess. I mooned your mother, molested your holy leader and now smacked twice with my, er, me… 
 
    “Hey,” Chad said holding Felna as she squirmed, holding her eye. “Let’s just get dressed first, then let’s go.” 
 
    I checked that Des was okay, then helped her strip the bugbear. Unfortunately Flare had ruined the pelt but— 
 
    “...my eye… It won’t get infected, right?” We heard from the tent. 
 
    God I hope not, if it does then I would become number one on the royal families hitlist and the eyepatch wearing princess would have a story she could never tell. If only Lain was here, then… Wait, she can do it later. 
 
    “I know a holy knight with Perfect Heal.” I said towards the tent as Felna sobbed. “She’ll take care of you once we get back, but for now let's move on. Every second we stay here is more dangerous than the last.” 
 
    “Perfect Heal!?” Cirice exclaimed, sticking her head out of the tent. “Does she work for the church?” 
 
    “No, she’s an adventurer with Andritia’s highest blessings.” 
 
    “Ha!” Cirice said, still giving me an eyeful of her chest. “Like I’d believe that someone like that would ever be associated with you.” 
 
    Our conversation came to an end after we heard growls and yelling coming from the forest. 
 
    Chad and Felna finally packed their stuff and we were off. 
 
    “Hey man, here’s your sword back. How’d you ever find a nice piece like this?” 
 
    “You hang onto it for now, we need every advantage we can get until we’re out. As for where I found it, you wouldn’t believe me.” 
 
    “Thanks bro, I knew I was right about you. You know, you kinda reminded me of my older brother before he died.” 
 
    To my surprise Des was oddly protective over Felna now that we’d seen her chest. And who knew that Chad was actually an okay guy. I’d expected to hate him at some point but so far so good. 
 
    He looked and acted like several of the heremites that used to be in my squad. Having relations with your fellow soldiers wasn’t really discouraged but it was frowned upon. Still some guys had very public relationships and those bonds were often what got them or others killed because they were always more worried about their mates than staying alive or protecting their teams. 
 
    That’s why we’d usually group them into their own squads. 
 
    But towards the end of the war, most of them were gone, and the women they left behind died soon after due to grief and recklessness. 
 
    I guess I had become one of them now because if I had to choose between protecting them or Des, then… 
 
    “Shh!” Des said, forcing Felna to duck as she gestured to the right. 
 
    I nodded back and held my hand up as I tried to pinpoint what she’d sensed but I missed it as arrows tore through the bushes we were hiding behind. 
 
    I took one in the leg and barely avoided another thanks to my buckler. The rest were worse off. 
 
    Chad had taken one under his arm and...DES! 
 
    Des had taken on in the back, under her ribs because she was protecting Felna. We wore light armor made from hardened leather when we should’ve been wearing maile. 
 
    I ripped my arrow out and had Chad protect the rest as I leaped from the bushes. Things weren’t bad enough for me to use unbind just yet. From the dull arrow I pulled out before, I knew that Des would probably be okay as long as we got to Lain in time. 
 
    I use Lesser Self Immolation both to boost my attack and to make myself a large glaring target while the rest moved to a better location. 
 
    And the arrows that found me, told me it’d worked. I’d covered all my vitals with my buckler and my sword and the pain from immolation blotted out everything but the impact. 
 
    Bugbears eyes are great in the dark but weak to sudden light. They’re also weak to fire and now they were seeing something that must’ve looked like a nightmare to them as a flaming man ran towards them, unaffected by their arrows. 
 
    Luckily my artifact and my orichalcum blade buffed my regen enough to save me from my own flames as I cut them down. 
 
    When I was done, I canceled Immolation and coughed until I gagged from breathing in fire. I didn’t stay to take their pelts or trophies. Instead I ran back towards the bushes and Des found me. 
 
    This hunting trip had turned into a desperate escape and I knew I could save us all by using unbind but Des’s face still looked determined and the last thing I needed were rumors of a giant demon in the kingdom or for a candidate to find us now. 
 
    “I’m okay,” Des said, looking into my eyes. “We’re okay Shtulls, we can make it!” 
 
    “Shtulls!?” 
 
    I winced as I noticed Felna’s non-swollen eye bulge at the mention of my name. Everything seemed to click in her mind and I knew the jig was up. 
 
    “We’ll talk about it later, let’s move!” 
 
    Luckily I’d never met the fifth princess in person before. I wasn’t one to galavant at balls or try to worm my way into the upper class at gatherings. I was only in the hero game for the coin so I hung out in the kitchens after shaking a few hands and showing that I’d attended. 
 
    Honestly the whole Hero thing was a blur. I just went to the capital, trained with Oblex, attended all the bullshit and knelt before the king before leaving. 
 
    The kingdom gave no shits about a local hero. Especially since I didn’t have the naivety of a summoned person. They were practically betting against me from the beginning and I guess I didn’t disappoint them in the end. 
 
    I had Des hold my sword after I removed her arrows. She could barely lift it but I knew she wouldn’t bleed out if she had it so it was fine. 
 
    Chad however wasn’t looking so good now. His face had gone pale and he was breathing in short fast breaths as he barely clung onto consciousness. 
 
    We weren’t going to make it if we had to drag a man wearing full plate-maile and leaving him wasn’t an option, so I gave him my artifact and the second it stopped draining me, my spine popped. 
 
    “HA HA!” What the hell am I doing now!? 
 
    Before I knew it, I’d tossed my singed armor and destroyed clothes into my storage and donned my ripped up red suit and wailing mask. 
 
    ‘Please allow me to serve as a deterrent while the rest of you flee.’ I wanted to say but what came out was. “AAAAAHHHHHH!!! AERGH! NNOOOOO! PLEASE SAVE ME!!!” In a woman’s voice. 
 
    “Come on!” Des said, pulling Falna behind her as Chad and Cirice followed. “He’s going to act as a decoy. Just focus on running, he’ll protect us!” 
 
    With this mask on, I saw perfectly in the darkness, even though everything lost its color. I could see myself and everything around me from an aerial view as I began setting traps. 
 
    These traps were undoubtedly dungeon traps, meaning they didn’t need ropes or switches to activate, just proximity. 
 
    Unfortunately the forest had no ceiling so I couldn’t set any overhead traps but I could create omni-directional dart shooters in the trees. I could also take full advantage of pits and shove traps. 
 
    So I armed this place to the teeth and yelled again. “Noooo! I’m hurt, please stop! SOMEONE HELP!!” 
 
    My traps began activating like crazy as all beasts and bugbears in the area responded to the promise of free prey. 
 
    “AAAAAH!” 
 
    That night, my mask drank its fill of blood and suffering and the only reward awaiting the ones who lucked their way through my gauntlet was my sword. 
 
    By the time the sun began to rise, my clothes were covered with blood, both mine and theirs and my wounds throbbed and itched. I was so tired and nauseous that I thought about finding a place to lay down but I knew Lain would be waiting for me. I couldn’t let her worry, she always cried for me and threw fits whenever I acted like this. 
 
    I almost didn’t want to see her right now. I knew if I did then we’d both break down together and I’d feel guilty for worrying her. 
 
    So I removed my mask, savoring the cool morning wind on my face as I changed back into my clothes. 
 
    As I neared the edge of the forest, I felt my link with Lain filling me with concern, then sheer joy as she felt me. 
 
    I was happily tackled as I exited the forest and Lain and I rolled around together in the tall grass. As Lain and I embraced one another, I noticed Des and the three hunters standing with Merli and Paz then after giving Lain a long kiss, I passed out from my injuries. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 54: Return - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    I relived that night in my dreams, learning from every mistake and revising my tactics. Lain was with me for a lot of it and so was Des. Even Merli was there to add her two cents. 
 
    Then when I opened my eyes, my mouth was dry and I realized it was probably a different day. 
 
    Lain had an iron grip on my hand and I could hardly feel my fingers anymore. I gently ran my fingers through her hair until she released me. Then I pulled up the blanket and she crawled in with me still half-asleep. 
 
    She laid her head on my arm and I cuddled her close. This was my happiness, my earned reward for surviving and I could ask for nothing better. 
 
    “...so warm...Shtulls…” Lain said, smiling softly as she snuggled closer to me. 
 
    It was the perfect moment, so of course it had to be interrupted. 
 
    The door to our room opened and Des guided the three hunters in. 
 
    Sniff! “Isn’t he awake yet?” Felna said, in a quaky voice. “I was…” 
 
    Des pounced down on the bed behind me and kissed the back of my neck, causing me to laugh and jerk away. “He’s fine, I already told you he’d be okay.” 
 
    Even though she spoke like that towards them, I could feel the warmth of her tears on my back. 
 
    I opened my eyes and waved at the three of them. “Hey...I’m fine so—” 
 
    Cirice slammed her fist to her chest and bowed down in front of our bed. Gone was the light leather armor she wore when we were hunting. What replaced it was the heavily enchanted silver armor of a royal guard. Her hair was tied back tightly and the feeling she gave off became one of absolute authority. 
 
    “I wish to thank you, Hero, for protecting us even though we treated you and your companion poorly. We showed you the worst of us and you still risked your life so that we could escape.”  She pounded her breastplate again and stared at the floor. 
 
    “Ci-Cirice…” Felna said, her lip quivering slightly. 
 
    I noticed that Felna wasn’t stuffing her bra anymore and she now wore a grand gown, as if she was expected to attend a ball. Even Chad had changed. He now wore full plate armor with a large gorget and a plumed helm that he’d tucked under his arm. 
 
    Felna bowed beside her royal guard and Chad followed. 
 
    “W-we apologize for treating you like we did.” Felna said, her tears staining the wooden floor. “If I had only known, then—” 
 
    “Then you would’ve been obligated to report my position to your family.” I finished for her. But her face showed only shock at my statement. “Look here, princess. The hero died in a southern dungeon. As far as you know, Shtulls doesn’t exist and Chad saved you by his merit and the grit of his character, he single handedly pulled you both through your ordeal. You never met me, and you only know my name through the papers. Is that fine with you?” 
 
    “No!” “Nay!” “Dude!” 
 
    I closed my eyes as I squeezed Lain tight. This is the worst possible outcome. I’m fucked after these airheads report me. The kingdom will know that I’m still alive and kicking and then I’ll have to fend off assassins in the night along with empiric candidates. At this rate, Merli will probably abandon me and I’ll— 
 
    Chad pulled an entire barrel of something out of his storage along with a few glasses. “Come on, man, at least share a drink with us. We’re here in disguise just like you, so none of us are trying to talk with the kingdom.” 
 
    I grinned, acknowledging my defeat as I performed the same back of the neck attack on Lain that Des had performed on me. Unfortunately, that led to Lain revealing her cute side to our visitors but after we kissed and made up for a while, the wine began to flow and we all began to air our secrets. 
 
    Chad was the younger brother of one of the haremites in my army. Looking at him now, I was able to remember the man. “You’re Wick’s brother! I see it now...I’m sorry, Chad, he was a good man. He was with me for almost three years, until he gave himself up to save his squad.” 
 
    “I know man, I know all about it. He wrote to us all the time, saying you trained him and how proud he was to fight with you. You know, you wrote us a letter too. At the end, you told us how he fought so bravely. That was what inspired me to become a knight. If I hadn’t done that, then I never would’ve met—” 
 
    “Shut-up!” Felna interrupted. The other two were mostly relaxed. Chad even seemed a little sad but reverent. Felna on the other hand had been shaking this entire time. “Sh-Shtulls...I—I…” 
 
    Chad reached out to comfort her, but she slapped his hand away. “I...I’ve…” She was sobbing again and she’d hardly even touched her drink so I knew she wasn’t drunk. I on the other hand had gone through about seven mugs and was feeling fan-fucking-tastic! 
 
    Cirice comforted Chad, then clung to Felna’s side as the two had a conversation in whispers. 
 
    “She’s talking about your engagement.” Paz projected directly into my mind. 
 
    I poured him a bowl of wine and gave him some singed bugbear meat as payment. “I can’t imagine that we’re still engaged. I mean, I was married before I was the hero and the human empire frowns on bigamy. Also, you already know all the rest. If anything, I’m a low priority target for the ghost order of royal assassins.” 
 
    From the lack of reaction from everyone else, I could tell my thoughts were transmitted directly instead of spoken out loud.  
 
    “Perhaps,” Paz projected as he lapped down the wine. “I can’t understand her blubbering but apparently she feels bad about something.” 
 
    “Join the club, almost every interaction I have these days is a regret in the making. This curse has ruined me. But I have Lain, Des, Merli and you, so I know that I’m truly blessed.” 
 
    That wasn’t projected… But Lain was already drunk and in full puppydog mode so I wrapped her in a blanket and kissed her until she drifted off into a drunken slumber. Des on the other hand had become sharper and harsher in her observations. Merli stayed exactly the same, with her constitution wine was probably the same thing as grape juice. 
 
    Finally Felna shoved Cirice aside and with snot spilling freely from her nose she blubbered out...words? Were those words? 
 
    I drank down another three glasses as I poured Paz another bowl. Des was cut off after she began to talk about things she shouldn’t and I was left to hang out with the sober-ish ones. 
 
    “I…” I began. “Tits…” Okay, I'm drunk. I pulled Des into my lap and dragged Merli down beside her. “Size isn’t the most important thing” The hell am I saying? “Sensitivity, shape, mouthfeel…” 
 
    Chad pounded his fist into his palm, hanging on my words. 
 
    “I’m such a slut!” 
 
    “Huh!?” Chad and I said together, reacting to Felna’s unwanted outburst. 
 
    “I...I… Even though I was supposed to save myself for you, I was with Chad… And you even heard us, while we…” 
 
    “You mean when I was stretching Des?” 
 
    “When you were—” 
 
    “Sorry, she’s not able to take me in without feeling pain, so every day I spend at least two hours inside her.” 
 
    “Still,” Felna said through gritted teeth. “I’m supposed to be pure and—” 
 
    “Why would I ever want someone like you?” I said, my resentment of the kingdom seeping through due to my drunkenness. “You’ve shown me all the things wrong with your people. Your kingdom is just ash stacked high and your currency is nothing more than golden disks. I never needed status or all the golden promises made from dust. I knew,” I said with a belch. “They saw me as fodder, but I saw through it all the whole time.” 
 
    “Then why—” 
 
    “I was married and my life meant less than those gold disks you all love so much. So I equated five years of my life to what I would receive normally and off to war I went. True, I had other goals as well, like education and protecting orphans from slavery but you already know how that turned out.” 
 
    “No, we don’t?” Cirice said, as she gagged down another glass of wine. “Tell us, please! We need to know.” 
 
    “Bad,” I said as I caressed Dez. “We found proof of human trafficking in a bordertown I swore to protect.” 
 
    “It was in the papers,” Des said, barely holding onto her self control. “We...had to kill a lot of people to make it right but Sherla!” Des hung her head as I wiped her tears. “A private investigator figured it all out.” Des caressed Lain’s arm as she snored. “We solved it, everyone involved; demons, humans and nuns, we...we had to do it!” 
 
    “Then the Lignum massacre,” Cirice began, “you were the ones who...did that to a nun.” 
 
    “Nope!” I said, holding my glass out to Chad so he could fill it. “I did the massacre part. I wasn’t sure how to dissuade people from taking up the mantle, as it were, of the slavetress. Slavetress? Is that a word? No, I doubt it.” I drank my goblet down with a single gulp as I handed it back. “Sometimes I don’t think humanity should be a thing anymore.” 
 
    The six eyes of the royal hunters stared at me with fear. “Then,” Felna began. “You knew they were lying to you, even when—” 
 
    “Not really, at least not at first. But, I was an orphan who was isolated and taught from two very different perspectives. It would be years later that I truly learned how the world worked.” 
 
    Cirice’s glare tickled me slightly as her stern gaze cutely tried to pierce mine. “So are you a servant of humanity?” 
 
    I laughed at her question until I belched. “Humanity? Other than otherworlders and royalty, how much ‘humanity’ do you think exists amongst the commoners?” I hic’d then gazed into Felna’s eyes. “Your father is controlled by an ancient pledge and all the bells and whistles of your proud people mean nothing to the poor. My life in your kingdom was shit, and I never wanted or needed any of you bureaucratic assholes for anything. Your only worth was the gold you placed into my pocket.” 
 
    She froze and Cirice moved to catch her but my eyes locked onto hers and she fell to her knees as all their clout and preconceptions abandoned them.  
 
    “I am not your servant, and I never needed you. To me you’re just a little girl with a big chip on her shoulder and rather your puppet kingdom lives or falls, I don’t care. I only care for the people around me, and if you think for even a moment that I give a shit about you, then try me. Or Des or Merli or Paz. Only Lain would forgive you but we share emotions. So, good luck.” 
 
    The three of them gazed into my eyes, searching me for lies but what they found was only the harsh truth reflected in my drunken glare. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 55: Re-awakening - Felna 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean I have to marry some no-name bastard without a single claim to nobility!?” 
 
    Cirice bowed low, causing me to feel guilty about my choice of words. Cirice has been with me for as long as I can remember, so when she bows like this I feel queasy. To me, she’s like a sister and a best friend rolled up into one. 
 
    That’s why I can read her so well and why her platitudes hurt me so much. From what I spied from the commoners, friends are supposed to share everything and I loved Cirice’s smile. Not the one she showed every man in the barracks as she lay down for them but the one she showed only for me. We were raised together and only the difference in our birthrights had any bearing on our relationship. 
 
    I was never allowed to hug her or speak with her in private, even after I noticed her crying alone. I was taught and trained to hate and distrust everyone who was below my status. Because everyone was constantly trying to use me to further their goals. 
 
    Cirice and I had a hidden spot from when we were five. It was a hidden gap in the bushes right under my window that no one would ever expect to find us in. 
 
    Cirice was being trained and used regularly by my relatives and as she cried, all I could do was hold her. I vowed to protect her but we soon found ourselves in the same place. We were both tools to be used and discarded. 
 
    I had good memories of my father before he was king. He loved my mother and fought for my right to marry whomever I wanted to. Cirice was there with me but after he got crowned, his first action was to declare war. After that, he began to call Cirice to his chambers when we’d both crested adulthood. 
 
    I could only guess at the truth and when I asked Cirice, she cried in response. 
 
    Father eventually invited me to his chambers even though I hadn’t seen him for years. 
 
    “My daughter—” 
 
    “Felnastasia!” I answered as he waved his hand.  
 
    “Right… Well, we’ve found a ‘hero’ and I’d like for you to seduce him. We need a strong bond, or, barring that, some strong heirs. I command you to open your legs for that man and produce strength for our kin—” 
 
    I remembered the gentle man that used to play with me but after searching his eyes, I felt like a stranger in his gaze. “Isn’t he just some comoner scum?” I said, trying to appeal to the man who I looked up to the most. “Do you really expect me, your daughter, to—” 
 
    “Do it, or be sold off to someone else. It doesn’t matter to me, as long as your virginity stays intact or you let him impregnate you. His stats are higher than even Oblex before him. Can you imagine how blessed we’d be if your child inherited even a fraction of that?” 
 
    “You’d have me lay with—” 
 
    “I’d have you lay with centaurs if it meant strengthening our kingdom! We need a strong line of successors, even you yourself come from the union between your mother and a hero. I’ve already tried to marry you to Oblex but the otherworlder has allowed his mana to rot his brain.” 
 
    “But Oblex is my teacher! Why would—” 
 
    “Enough!” Father said, slamming his hand down on his desk. “You’ve been a disappointment from the moment you were born.” He sighed, running his hand down his face as my tears flowed. Something in him seemed to snap and he moved to hug me. “I’m not asking you to fight a war or sending you to die. I’m only asking you to do your duty as a woman of this house. That's all I can do...to protect you… You have no idea what the world is like, no one does and if I do my job well then no one ever will.” 
 
    “F-father, what—” He hugged me tighter and I felt his tears on my shoulder. 
 
    I couldn’t fathom what had changed him so but his feelings had reached me, even though his words were harsh. 
 
    Our family had many secrets. I was raised fearing my grandfather until he died mysteriously, then my father became just like him. My mother had given herself to the hero before last because he’d only taken a liking to her and not my eldest sister. No one would tell me what happened to that hero, they just said that he ‘went home'. Oblex had told me something else. 
 
    “He’s dead, isn’t he?” Oblex said, barely raising his eyes to look at me. “That’s common knowledge. A hero that doesn’t bend their knee and become a pet is disposed of with the trash and they always say, ‘they went home’.” 
 
    “Did you become a pet?” I asked him. But he was already murmuring to himself about something else, his fingers twitching as he struck himself and cursed. 
 
    Then what about a hero who doesn’t come from another world and isn’t mana touched? What happens to a man like that when he comes back? 
 
    His name was Shtulls Sendarl; it was a strange name that made no sense. Commoners only have one name but he had two. Was he pretending to be a noble? I can only imagine what sort of man someone like that would be. He’s probably some pompous nobody, ghetto king or slumlord. 
 
    But all that mattered to my father was that he was strong. 
 
    “No…” I said to Cirice as soon as I escaped to our hiding spot. “I-I can’t be with someone like that! I don’t want my first time to be—” 
 
    “Shh,” Cirice said as she hugged me to her bosom. “We’ll escape one day. I promise you, we’ll get out of here, together!” 
 
    “Can we do it soon?” I said, looking into her large brown eyes. “I-I don’t know what I’ll do if that man forces himself on me. I’ll have to—” 
 
    “Shh...shh. It’s okay, I’ve become friends with one of the other royal guards. We can’t go yet, but we’ve started to plan everything out. Felna,” she said, raising my face towards hers. “I love you, and we’ll always be together, so trust me and give me time…” 
 
    Time passed and he was here now, Shtulls was living in the castle as he trained with Oblex and tonight was the first of many balls in his honor. 
 
    “Princess,” the maid said as she dressed me. “Please don’t cry, it’ll ruin your makeup and tonight’s the special night when you finally get to meet him!” She practically cooed as if she was imagining some sordid romance, but all I could feel was dread. Cirice hadn’t been fast enough, soon I would have to… 
 
    “It’s a shame he’s already married.” The maid said with a heavy sigh. “But don’t give up! No woman is as cute as our princess, so I’m sure he’ll see your charms!” 
 
    “He’s what?” 
 
    “Married, to a common whore it seems.” The maid said, shaking her head. “Who marries a whore in this day and age. Yep, he’ll be tossing her aside any day now, now that he’s the Hero. Oh! We're done, have a look in the mirror.” 
 
    A sad girl looked back at me from the mirror as my fears mounted. I couldn’t avoid him and if he liked that girl in the mirror, then soon… 
 
    I was grateful that I’d be announced after him, that meant that if I played my cards right then I might not meet him at all! 
 
    I heard his name announced along with some cheering but he didn’t linger to make a speech and I didn’t dare look out, lest I catch his eye. 
 
    After my time came, I summoned all my courage and… Nothing, he wasn’t there anymore and no one knew where to find him even though I was guided this way and that. He’d skipped his own ball! 
 
    Later on, I found out that he’d hid in the kitchen and helped the staff to cook. 
 
    This man wasn’t like anything I’d imagined him to be, he was just a common coward but that meant I was safe, right? 
 
    He’d done the same thing at every gathering, ball and banquet we had after that. It got to be so bad that my father himself had interviewed the kitchen staff, asking if Shtulls had a lover among them. But no, he’d only cooked with them and been keen on learning their techniques. Not a single one of them had a bad word to say about the man, so my father just shooed them away and called the hero an eccentric. 
 
    But my joy was short-lived as the pressure on me just mounted higher and higher until it began to crush me. I hadn’t even seen him but I was expected to seduce him. 
 
    My maids were the eyes and ears of my father and their constant prodding and manipulation drove me crazy until I finally slipped into the kitchen in an attempt to at least greet him. 
 
    “Order 47, beef tartare with a side of greens is ready to go!” The chef called out as he slid a plate down the counter. 
 
    He was well built for a chef and his eyes were, silver? I’d call him handsome but the gray hairs that peppered his face told me he was much older than me. 
 
    “U-umm…” I said as I approached him. 
 
    “What is it, miss, you look down.” His eyes lit up as he smiled at me as he handed me a plate of horderves. “Eat this, it’ll make you feel better.” 
 
    “Oh...okay…” I took a bite and somehow it did make me feel better. “Have you seen the hero?” 
 
    The man jerked slightly and turned away as if he was hiding something. “Yeah, he passed through here earlier, said he was going out back for self training. He’s a weird one…” 
 
    I left through the rear door but the only thing that greeted me in the courtyard was the cool night air. I sighed in relief but then buckled under the pressure. I was glad that I didn’t meet him but I had to meet him or I’d be in trouble. This was the last ball, my final chance. A guard ran up behind me followed by Cirice in her armor. “Pardon me Princess,” Cirice said, raising her visor. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said, “he’s not here. No one’s here.” 
 
    Cirice removed her helmet and the royal guard did the same. 
 
    “This is Chad, the one I’ve been telling you about.” Cirice said, still scanning our surroundings. 
 
    “Hey!” Chad said, holding his hand out. “Are you alright?” 
 
    I took it and he shook it for a minute, smiling at me. 
 
    Chad was a very handsome man, maybe only a few years older than me and his baby blue eyes made me want to trust him. But for some reason, the cook from earlier appeared in my mind. Why was I comparing a humble cook to a royal guard? 
 
    I’d been sheltered and other than elderly butlers, I’d never been allowed to look at a man’s face outside of public events. So I only have these two men to compare. 
 
    We moved to our secret spot and began talking about our plans to escape. Chad was a nice, considerate man and he was giving up a fantastic career just to help us. But knowing that, I felt guilty. I would be robbing him of a great life just so that I could escape a forced marriage. 
 
    “There’s one other way to avoid it.” Cirice said as she stored her armor. 
 
    Chad did the same, and the three of us lay together in the dirt. Cirice’s lips were soft and experienced on mine and Chad’s tongue moved on my sex. That was my first sexual experience, the first time I came. And I shared it with Cirice. 
 
    The next day my father lectured me for hours about how I’d failed him and our family but I didn't care. I replayed what happened in the bushes over and over in my mind. It was the most amazing thing I’d ever felt and all I wanted was to do it again. 
 
    The hero Sendarl left and we all watched the parade from the castle balcony but my eyes were fixed on Cirice’s and hers were fixed on Chad. 
 
    The hero left and the years passed. My father tried his best to set me up with one old man after another but my lack of breasts led them to pursue my other sisters and my private time was spent in blissful union with Cirice and Chad. 
 
    The Hero Sendarl Is Victorious! The Emperor Has Fallen! Headlines like that flooded our kingdom but Chad had stayed away from us for a while now. His family had served mine for as long as they could remember and Chad himself was a descendant of a hero. But the burden of war fell on his older brother and he’d passed. 
 
    Sendarl had sent Chad a letter, personally exalting his brother’s deeds and although I felt sympathy for Chad, I still craved Cirice’s touch. But she was with him in the barracks, a place I wasn’t allowed to go. 
 
    So, all alone, I could only hear my father’s lectures and read the papers. 
 
    Sendarl had set many stipulations on his title and our kingdom was integrating his reforms. From the murmurings I hear in passing, these changes are both welcomed and far cheaper than the mountain of treasure other heroes had requested. 
 
    Apparently the only thing Oblex had requested for his title was unrestricted access to the library. 
 
    “What sort of man is he?” I asked Oblex during our afternoon magic practise. 
 
    “Who, Shtulls?” Oblex bit his nails. “He’s a dick! But he’s also one of you…” 
 
    “One of, who?” 
 
    “An NPC, er… A person of this world but that can’t be right, can it?” Oblex drifted into one of his mana-touched rants. “He’s too strong, way too strong for that. Is he even human? No, a raid boss! Yes! NO! I have no clue who or what that thing is but I can at least say that it cares about the young. It fights for the helpless but does it need to do that for the kingdom? Did it ever need us at all? If we fought, right now...no, let’s not. Oh, Felna, you’re here… Let’s practice, what was it again, fireballs?” 
 
    Oblex was prone to go off on tangents, perhaps that was what made him seem harmless and safe but every now and then, I’d catch a glimpse into who he really was. And the man inside him was terrified of Sendarl. 
 
    “Point your hand out toward the target. We’re practising without wands, staves, scepters or flanges. Just feel the mana, form an image in your mind and chant. Good! Now project it out, visualize it hitting the target! Perfect! You’re as amazing as always, Princess.” 
 
    Later, I would hear the news that the hero was staying in the empire to protect their villages and towns from slavers. 
 
    I asked Oblex who would possibly want to enslave demons. 
 
    “Us,” he said, as blunt as always. “Well, not me or other otherworlders. You, I guess? Eh, you NPCs can do what you want. Wait! Princess? Is it already time for your training?” 
 
    “Uh, no, good sir.” I said, backing away from him slowly. “I shall return later for that.” 
 
    “Ah, then if you’ll excuse me.” He said, returning his attention to one of his big dusty books.  
 
    I didn’t know then but that day would be the worst one I’d ever had. It would force everything to change. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 56: Steel Resolve - Felna 
 
      
 
    “This is Viscount Herring Von Bergimel. He expressed an interest in meeting you.” My father said as he introduced me to a rotund old man. “He helps supervise the territory of Lignum. I trust you know what to do.” 
 
    What to do? 
 
    “Is this a marriage proposal?” I asked. 
 
    My father scoffed as his eyes lost their color. “Marriage? Do what you must but don’t let him finish inside you. I know you are not a maiden anymore and those bushes under your window have been cut down. I don’t know who has taken you but you will serve the kingdom even if you’ve been tarnished.” 
 
    The viscount licked his swollen lips as he spoke. “That’s quite alright you majesty. I like her body type and I’m pleased with the rarity of bedding someone from the royal family. I promise to uphold our agreement for forty new—” 
 
    “Enough! Viscount, perhaps you should retire to your room. My daughter would be delighted to keep you company, I’m sure.” 
 
    “But fath—” I was slapped before I could finish and the coppery taste of my blood in my mouth was all I felt as I was led away by a maid to be prepared for the viscount. 
 
    Everything felt numb as I realized that I was nothing to my father now. Just a whore for the kingdom. Then my mind shot to Cirice. Had they realized that she was the one I lay with? What about Chad, were the two of them okay or would I see their bodies hanging from the ramparts tomorrow? 
 
    The maid dressed me in sheer fabrics that revealed my nudity. Then I was guided down the long hall to the Viscount’s room. The maid opened the door and pushed me through before barring it behind me. 
 
    I was greeted with soft slurping noises as I moved around the bed to see Cirice’s head buried in the fatman’s groin rocking back and forth with a steady rhythm. 
 
    This sight killed me inside. My friend, my sister, my lover was being used by some fat pig to prep him to… 
 
    “Oh, you're finally here!” The viscount said with a chortle. “Come on over and—” 
 
    “I-I’m not done yet, your lordship!” Cirice said, trying her best not to look at me. 
 
    “Oh? Then what’s next, you filthy whore?” 
 
    She spread her legs and opened her sex, her eyes filling with tears. “Th-this…” 
 
    I watched her as he took her, crushing her under his weight as she moaned. She sacrificed herself to spare me and that was the final straw. 
 
    We left the next day. Chad had already gathered our disguises and with one last look at my home I was filled with conflicting emotions but the freedom I felt now overpowered any sentiment I still held for my family. 
 
    We traveled north and shed our last names. We joined the adventurer’s guild as a party and I sold off all my jewelry for travel funds. 
 
    Word still reached me of the Hero Sendarl but it was no longer good news. He’d mooned my mother! Even the thought of it had me in stitches. Then, after seeking asylum with the church, he’d molested our two-hundred year old holiness! This man… Maybe I was lucky to have never met him but Chad still sung his praises. 
 
    Then, Oblex’s words came back to haunt me about how a hero was thrown away with the garbage. Surely, that would be the end Sendarl would face now. 
 
    I spent my time trying to console Cirice. We talked about everything she’d been through but it was as if she didn’t see me. She was fixated on Chad and I understood that. Chad was a handsome man with a great pedigree and he never seemed to fail us. He was strong, cheerful and bright. I enjoyed every night with them, though the times when Cirices tongue met my sex were the best. Chad and I had never… 
 
    Chad had entered me, but he never finished inside. That didn’t bother me until I began to realize that I was the third wheel. But we were together now, protecting each other and at the very least, Chad and I were friends. 
 
    A statement along with a depiction of Sendarl was released in the papers. I found it strange and a little sad that there was no mention of me missing. Instead there was a rough drawn sketch of the man and an official statement from my father, saying to leave Sendarl’s wife alone. She’d divorced and denounced him and wished to remain anonymous. 
 
    My father comments on something like that but he doesn’t even care about me… 
 
    “It’s for the best,” Cirice said as she consoled me. “Maybe this is his way of showing you love.” 
 
    “How, by forgetting about—” 
 
    Cirice hugged me. “No, by letting you go.” 
 
    As we made our way north, things got more difficult. We had to avoid most dungeons because we had to avoid larger cities. That left us to fetching herbs and pelts but after a while, our gold started to run out. That led us to venture farther and farther north, right up into the mountains where you could live for less and hunt for more. 
 
    But there was a large problem with hunting in the mountains. Because the creature's numbers weren’t culled by the guards, the adventurer’s guild required that all hunting parties have at least five members. And it wasn’t just the creatures that were dangerous here, the rocky cliffs, the turbulent weather and the chilling cold all cost many people their lives. 
 
    But, we were free here! I could love Cirice and she could, love Chad. We could just be ourselves. But I hated it… I hated always feeling like the third wheel and I hated inviting random strangers to hunt with us. 
 
    There was even a time or two that Chad had to protect us from other men, older men. Why is it always creepy old guys that latch onto me? Cirice was the same, if not worse after what she did for me. How she protected me from the Viscount of Lignum. 
 
    One day, I awoke to Cirice’s cries. She was sobbing on the floor with a newspaper crumpled in her hands as Chad held her. Her face was strange as her eyes met mine. Even though she was crying, she was smiling as well but there wasn’t even a hint of kindness in it. 
 
    “W-what happened!?” I feared that my father had done something to her family but her words stopped those thoughts. 
 
    “That bastard is dead! He’s finally dead! That pig who—” 
 
    “It’s okay, babe. You know I understand about—” 
 
    “It’s not okay!” Cirice screamed. 
 
    I’d never seen her like this before. She cried a lot after we left and I knew it was because of that night but she never talked about it much. 
 
    “Chad, I—I had to do it. I had to protect Felna, she’s…” Cirice looked at me again and I joined her on the floor as she held me and cried. “I wronged you Chad but she's my best friend. I’ve been used before, so I thought I’d be okay. But I let another man...with me when I’d already sworn to be yours… I—” 
 
    “Babe, no worries. I’m fine with it, you had to do what you had to do. All I care about is you.” 
 
    We both hugged for a while as the paper fell from her hands and I saw the headline. That pig was dead! He’d probably rubbed someone the wrong way and finally got his just deserts. 
 
    Months passed, and Chad had saved us from two more bad parties. Old guys...always old guys! Old men that looked at me with hungry eyes. They had a certain smell, like blood and metal. They were all commoners to boot. Not that I trusted nobles anymore. But the simple fact that some lowborn piece of shit that only knows hunting and rape would set their eyes on me as a weak prey just gave me goosebumps. 
 
    But we had to take them in. Those were the rules… 
 
    I was always their target even though I always thought Cirice was more attractive to men’s eyes. Perhaps they noticed how close her and Chad were so they set their eyes on me. 
 
    Cirice had given me a bit of a complex about my chest. I knew that by getting closer with Chad I could be closer to her. But none of that ever worked out like I wanted it to, even after I started stuffing my bra under the guise of improving my disguise. 
 
    I’d started to feel lonely even when I was with them. They were both great people, especially Chad who always tried his best to cheer me up and was popular with virtually anyone he spoke to. But, I caught them doing it without me and the noise Cirice was making was so much happier than when she had to split her attention to meet my needs. Cirice and I had never done it alone together and I didn’t really want to do it with Chad because I knew it would hurt Cirice. 
 
    Yet here they were, both knowing how bad this would make me feel, completely oblivious to me even though I’d opened the door to our room and was watching them. 
 
    Cirice’s moans turned me on but the fact they weren’t for me made me want to run away. 
 
    I left, softly closing the door behind me as I slid to my knees and listened to them from the hallway. 
 
    “Babe, I’m gonna—” 
 
    “Do it! Come in me!” 
 
    “AH! Ahh!” 
 
    “Yes, fill me!” 
 
    “Oh god, babe, you feel so good!” 
 
    “Nnng! Yes! Yes! Make me pregnant!” 
 
    I cried softly as I ran my fingers along my sex until I finished, listening to their happy moans as I despaired alone. I’d made my bed and they lay in it. They’d both sacrificed everything to free me from a fate worse than death but… I wasn’t happy anymore. 
 
    The next day, I arose with bloodshot eyes and did my best to seem happy as we went down to breakfast but my mood was terrible. I didn’t know what to do about any of this anymore and I didn’t even want to think about it. 
 
    It took the two of them a little longer to wake up than normal and they came down the stairs hand in hand. Cirice was beaming at Chad as he just smiled dumbly down at her, it took me waving my hands like an idiot for them to even notice me. 
 
    We had a late breakfast, then we went shopping for supplies. I spotted a person towards the gates that was wearing heavy plate armor like Chad and Cirice’s royal guard armor, so we decided to hide out in the bar for a while. 
 
    “This is the worst…” I said, as I inhaled the musty scents of old grease and spilled booze. 
 
    “Ah, don’t say that, babe.” Chad said as he ordered a barrel of wine with our hard earned coin. 
 
    “D-don’t call me babe… Not when you already have…” I regretted saying. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Cirice said. “We can both be babe. And it’s not like we won’t drink the wine. He’s just doing this because he noticed how uncomfortable you are in places like this.” 
 
    After last night, I was uncomfortable for different reasons. 
 
    We ate a plate of overpriced and under seasoned fried meat then left after Chad stored the barrel. 
 
    As I walked towards the guild, the two of them clung together and fell behind me. 
 
    “It’s great how you can store a huge barrel like that.” 
 
    “Ha, yeah. Oh!” 
 
    I looked back to see Cirice grabbing his crotch. “So this isn’t the only part of you that’s large.” 
 
    They weren’t even trying to hide it anymore. I guess last night wasn’t a coincidence. They were probably trying to tell me something. Though they were always so protective of me and there was no doubt in my mind that they cared a lot about me. They were saying, ‘we’re together’. 
 
    I waited until they were close and latched onto Cirice’s arm. Somehow that made the two of them stop and give me confused stares, so I let go. 
 
    What did I do wrong? 
 
    We arrived at the guild and waited. We were a three person party so we’d need to pick up a two person duo or two individuals like normal. But this was after lunchtime and we were signed up for a short hunt so our prospects were looking grim. 
 
    The receptionist called us and pointed us towards a duo. One C and one F. 
 
    The woman who was the C was clad all in black like an assassin. She was just slightly taller than me and only her face was visible. She reeked of danger but gave off a feeling similar to Oblex as she adjusted her glasses. 
 
    The man was...another old man… Somehow, at his age, he was only at F rank. That could only mean that he’d failed so badly at life that he ended up here or that he was some bandit or something pretending to be someone else. His clothes seemed new and his armor was very similar to the woman’s so they’d definitely gotten it from the same place. 
 
    “Hey…” I said. “Let’s not do this today. These people are strange and we have that barrel of wine. Let’s just—” 
 
    “I think it’s good.” Chad said, stroking his chin. “Look at how that dude is built. If you look at the way he carries himself, he probably uses a sword and shield style like me. And that girl, isn’t her face cute?” 
 
    Cirice smacked him playfully. “Don’t talk about other girls while you're with us. But I share Felna’s concerns. If that old guy is capable then why is he an F rank. And that girl, with a body like that, I can’t imagine her being a C rank. Something’s off, Chad.” 
 
    “Nah, I like them, thay have character!” 
 
    Chad did his usual thing and won them over immediately but I really wasn’t in the mood for any of this right now. Old men were dangerous, and the woman looked like a killer. So I did my best to insult them then I felt their bloodlust. 
 
    The first time, it came from the woman when I insulted the man, then, it came from the man when I called the woman a gremlin. 
 
    He even unfastened his sword as his silver eyes cut into me. He wasn’t like the other old men, he didn’t see me as a woman at all. He looked at me as if I was an insect. I wasn’t even human to him after I said what I said. 
 
    No, I can’t go out with these people. I tried to insult them again so we could find someone else, but Cirice’s shaking hands as she pulled me close and Chad’s soft words to the man controlled the situation. 
 
    I didn’t want this hunt, I just wanted to crawl up into a ball and forget last night. But here I was watching Chad and the old man bond over techniques. 
 
    It felt weird, how Hugh smiled at Chad and grimaced at me. This old man didn't like me at all but he still protected us and after Chad had lost his stamina and Cirice and I had spent her mana, the duo continued to fight without us. 
 
    The woman had slipped up a time or two as she called him master while they were speaking in weird codes like D8 Defensive and EZ 1. 
 
    It felt like they didn’t need us at all and that made me angry. We were the ones taking them in, not the other way around. They owed us but the way they looked at us seemed to say that we were the ones dragging them down. 
 
    I was trained by Oblex himself! I’m a master of fire magic and Cirice and Chad were both trained in the capital. If these two only knew who they were teaming with then they would’ve fallen to their knees in gratitude! 
 
    We could've ranked up but we never did dungeons. That was what kept us back, if only we could’ve… 
 
    “Woah,” Chad said as he watched Hugh parry a beast’s strike. “Did you guys see that!?” 
 
    “Yeah, so what.” I said, “Anyone can do that, it's just an animal.” 
 
    “No, babe, that thing is stronger than I am. It takes years of practice to be able to do that and he’s not even using skills or magic.” 
 
    As the beast fell back, the girl leaped into the air and a bolt struck it in the eye, ending it before it ever had a chance to retaliate. 
 
    I had to stop Chad from applauding. I guess they really do have skill. They seemed to move in perfect harmony while we were still fumbling with the smaller beasts. 
 
    I pushed the old man’s buttons as we went, this was supposed to be a short hunt but the two of them didn’t seem to have any concept of time. It was like they were used to fighting without rest for hours at a time. 
 
    I tried to call out to Chad but he was too enamored by Hugh’s fighting. But Cirice was still on my side. She didn’t like them either or rather, she didn’t like how Chad was paying more attention to them than her. 
 
    The sun was already beginning to set and we were all spent. No mana, no stamina, our party had no choice but to rest but Hugh and his skinny assassin wanted to go back. 
 
    He seemed to be fearful of staying any longer as he shook. 
 
    Chad recommended that we camp out for a while so we could all regain our mana and stamina but I felt ill. These random commoners were looking down on us. We were so much better than they were but their eyes… It was clear that they only saw us, US, as a hindrance. 
 
    I insulted them again. I wasn’t sure what I was trying to accomplish but I just wanted to hurt them. I wanted to lower them down a peg. 
 
    I’d seen many hateful glares or lustful stares both from fat nobility and from hateful men who licked their lips as they looked at me. This was nothing like that, there was only malice in his words. “Oy, Bitchilocks! Go fuck youself before I do it for you!” 
 
    Then there was sadness. It was as if he was crying without tears. I read him loud and clear. His eyes looked similar to my father’s; he was a person who wasn’t in control of himself anymore and his mind was fighting with his actions. 
 
    As Chad and Cirice both moved in my defense, I realized that neither of them could see what I saw. 
 
    Though I’d been saying terrible things with a motive. Cirice followed my lead and then, the man’s whole demeanor shifted. Even though he was crying, he acted as if he would assault us. 
 
    Chad even moved to protect us, then. With a glint of steel, the Des woman put her arm behind him and he winced as his gaze returned to normal. I could tell she'd injured him in some way but he seemed grateful. 
 
    Cirice began to speak baiting words but Hugh didn’t seem to care anymore. Then, without any warning he spun a poem about the woman beside him. 
 
    After hearing it and seeing them together I almost burst into tears. Would Chad ever be able to talk about me like that? No... It doesn’t matter. These two are definitely in love, just like Cirice and Chad… 
 
    I insulted the woman again. Honestly, I was envious of her happiness. When I called her a gargoyle I immediately felt bad. She didn’t deserve to be insulted but to see two people as in love as they were, while I was going through... 
 
    Cirice’s venom spilled out as she said something terrible to them. “Well, I guess she does have a pretty face but aren’t you delusional? Her body is so skinny and gross. She doesn’t even have brea—” 
 
    She doesn’t even have breasts... Just like me… Cirice, can you even hear yourself anymore? 
 
    Everyone’s words had ripped into me, tearing me apart but Cirice kept on. Her devotion for Chad driving her to demean them. But that was when the skinny woman had taken enough. 
 
    She was our senior, that much was a fact but hearing her take on a superior tone while she clung so close to the man she obviously loved drove me to say things I never wanted to. Even after her rant had made it clear where we all stood, I pushed things too far right along with Cirice. 
 
    Chad was here though, and I was grateful to him even after Cirice and I had been provoked enough to reveal ourselves. He took us into the tent and I was immediately thankful when Cirice’s lips met mine. We all undressed as Cirice pushed my legs up, around her waist and Chad gently kissed her neck. 
 
    “Can we really trust them to guard, even after I said—” 
 
    “Hugh is a good dude.” Chad said as he entered me. “I trust him with my life. If anything, he feels like an older bro..ther to… Damn, Felna, you’re tight tonight! God, I think I’m gonna…” 
 
    The moans outside overpowered ours and my feelings of jealousy and fear overshadowed my excitement. 
 
    Chad switched from me to Cirice as he leaned over to kiss me. “It’s okay. Hugh is the best dude we’ve ever partnered with. Even if they’re doing that, we have no right to judge them. I bet that even now—” 
 
    “SHIT!” Hugh’s voice echoed as we heard a pain-filled wail outside our tent. 
 
    We’re under attack! 
 
    From there everything became a blur to us. We were still tired, no mana, no stamina. Camping here might’ve been our death sentence. 
 
    Still trying to fight the differences between our sweet embraces just moments ago and the horror of the large-faced beast, I was in a panic. 
 
    But Hugh stood between it and us. I never knew a man could be so large. Could that even be called a penis anymore? 
 
    Somehow he managed to best the creature with Chad and Des’s help but all Cirice or I could do was sit there and stare. 
 
    Seeing him fight while exposed had me feeling strange. He was protecting us even after all we said and… he was so much larger than Chad. It’s not like I had any experience with— 
 
    Ow!...Did it just touch me? 
 
    No! Not in my eye! Please don’t tell me that dirty thing just hit me in the eye! 
 
    Fear and panic were all I felt other than pain. If there were more of those things around us, then we were doomed. Bugbear, he said. No one fights bugbears at night and lives. 
 
    Everything else drifted away. I’m sure I said more unkind words but if this asshole blinded me, then… Somehow I felt fine, even though my eye ached, the fear had passed. Still, if he, some common F ranked nobody had blinded me with his— 
 
    “Are you okay?” Chad asked as we cleared the forest, leaving Hugh to protect our backs. 
 
    “No,” I said, holding my eye. “Where’s Hugh?” 
 
    Chad frowned for the first time since I’d met him. “We’ve got to have faith, Babe. Look, even his girl is here, so we need to believe in him for her sake.” 
 
    The woman’s eyes were wet, even though her face had a neutral expression. “Come on! We need to find Lain!” She said. 
 
    She ran ahead of us, her agility leaving us in the dust as Chad carried me and Cirice clung to my side. 
 
    “I still have this,” Chad said looking down at a priceless mithril blade. “He’s probably a master bladesmith or maybe some hidden...” He noticed my expression and stopped. “Hey, he’ll be fine. I’m sure he’s okay, so don’t worry about him.” 
 
    Worry was the weakest word possible for what I was feeling. Cirice and I had done nothing but demean the man and his mate the entire time we grouped with them. But they’d done all the work and even now, he was staying behind… Giving himself up to a no-win scenario all because we wanted to ‘take a break’.  
 
    I never thanked the man, or even showed a hint or gratitude towards him but he and even his woman who I'd also insulted were giving their all for us. 
 
    The forest vanished behind us and my mind recalled all my suitors. Their downturned gazes filled with hate and condescension were no different than mine as I looked at him… Hugh, there was no way to ever make amends to that man. All we could do was wait, hoping desperately that he would make it out after us. 
 
    But the minutes turned to hours and finally Des came back. Behind her was the fully-armored person we’d avoided earlier along with a demonic beast and the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. 
 
    “Hurry!” I said with tears and blood spilling from my eyes. “He’s still in there! Help him!!” 
 
    Des smiled towards the person in armor and she removed her helm, revealing blue hair and a vibrant expression. 
 
    I fell in love at first sight but I was helpless in Chad’s arms. No, I was helpless in general. 
 
    “I trust him.” The woman said, reaching her hand out to me. She touched me and I was healed in an instant. This was the holy knight that Hugh had told us about and she was so far above us that seeing her made me quiver. 
 
    She leaned down and kissed Des, throwing all our views into wild stipulation. 
 
    “Shtulls is my hubby, he’ll come back to me even if the demonic emperor himself stood between us!” The knight smiled as she spoke. “You’re all so cute, with your little wands and… Isn’t that Shtull’s sword?” 
 
    Chad handed it back to the woman who’s whole being seemed like a daydream. 
 
    She whistled as she looked at it. “He must like you guys alot. Let’s wait for him together.” 
 
    A few bugbears ran towards us, screaming bloody murder but with the slightest raise of her flanged mace, she blew them away, alternating her spells each time. “So, Des tells me you had a problem with Shtulls?” 
 
    Shtulls...Shtulls!? No! You’ve got to be kidding me! There’s no way I insulted the hero, then lay with another man in front of him. 
 
    I remembered him now and meeting him in the kitchens right before I lost my virginity. 
 
    He was a good guy! He was always a good man, and both times I’d met him, I‘d dismissed him as some commoner. But even without ever knowing me or my status, he’d protected me both times. 
 
    I struggled until Chad set me down. 
 
    “I—I said so many terrible things to him.” 
 
    “No worries,” The knight woman said. “I’m Lain, his wifey. You already know Des, also his wifey and this here is Merli! She’s also a wifey! Oh, but this doggo, he’s Paz, he’s not a wifey, that’d be gross for all of us.” 
 
    Paz woofed and Lain tossed him a piece of meat. 
 
    “Sh-shtulls?” I stammered out as I staggered towards Lain. 
 
    “Yeppers—oop—” 
 
    Des covered Lain’s mouth and the two of them shared a look. 
 
    Des sighed as she adjusted her glasses. “Yes, he is that Shtulls and we have a story to tell you.” 
 
    I couldn’t hear any of them anymore as the knight woman, Lain, caught me. “Woopsie, I healed you already but you got tuckered out, huh?” 
 
    “Sa...save him…” 
 
    Lain picked me up in her strong arms and faced me towards the forest. “Girl, he’s fine. If he wasn’t, then we’d be there for him. But right now, all we can do is wait. I can feel him a little bit and he’s lost in combat. If we went in now, we’d probably mess up all his traps and make things worse.” 
 
    Chad bristled as another horrendous scream came from the forest. It was as if a woman was being attacked. 
 
    “Woah, hold your horses there, guy. That’s just my hubby, have you guys eaten anything yet?” 
 
    Lain made light of the whole situation but I could tell that she was hiding her concern behind a smile as she set a fire and cooked for us. 
 
    Des sat by me as we ate and offered me a red sauce for my meat and stew. It wasn’t that long ago that I’d called her all sorts of names but here she was, still being kind to me. 
 
    “T-thank you,” I said, trying her sauce on a chunk of meat. It was still hard to talk to her after every— “Oh god, it burns!” 
 
    “Just give it a minute.” Des said as she smiled at me. 
 
    More screams echoed in the distance and we all froze. 
 
    “Still Shtulls!” Lain said, offering me a cup of water. 
 
    “Why’s he doing that?” Chad asked, running his spoon through his stew. “Couldn’t he just escape them? We’re like, already safe and the village is right over there.” 
 
    “Nope. He’s the sort of guy that completes things, and the village is right over there. Do you really think he’d feel okay if he ran away, leading a swarm of bugbears towards it.” 
 
    Chad finally tried his stew and I did the same now that my mouth stopped burning. It was so warm and comforting that for just a second, I forgot about everything. 
 
    “This is quite good, Lady Lain!” Cirice said, scooting closer to Chad. 
 
    “Hell yeah it is!” Chad said, shoveling it in. Still oblivious to Cirice. 
 
    “Course it is,” Lain said, “Shtulls made it!” 
 
    Ah, that’s what it was. This familiar feeling I got was the same as when he offered me horderves. 
 
    “Really?” Chad said, smiling like an idiot. “Hero stew, huh. But we saw you cooking it so—” 
 
    “I just warmed it up. Don’t tell Shtulls but I’ve been saving this for a while. Even when we almost starved in—” 
 
    “Woof! Woof!!!” 
 
    “Oops… Sorry doggo, yeah we ate your meat instead. But this was special, you know.” 
 
    The demonic beast growled but as Lain petted it, its growls turned into a sigh. 
 
    After everything else, I hadn’t really even looked at the beast. I noticed it had a scarf and that was it. But looking at it now, I can tell it’s intelligent. 
 
    It noticed me staring and raised an eyebrow. “Woof!” 
 
    Des nodded and took my hand. “He says you may pet him.” 
 
    I drank the rest of my stew as Des led me over to it. 
 
    “He’s a pazuzu, we call him Paz.” 
 
    It seems like they’re all doing whatever they can to distract themselves from what’s happening in the forest. I wasn’t any different and I could tell that Cirice was feeling bad too by the way her hand trembled as she ate. 
 
    I ran my fingers through the beast’s unique blend of fur and soft feathers. The word fluffy must have been invented when this animal was born. But even that couldn’t distract me from what I’d done. 
 
    The stoic beauty with an oversized sword sat by Cirice and grunted towards her. 
 
    “Huh?” Cirice said, obviously unsure of how to react. 
 
    Merli, her name was. She had an almost noble bearing and even with her small frame, she still carried such a large weapon. 
 
    She unslung it and handed it to Cirice. “Go ahead.” 
 
    “G-go ahead and what?” 
 
    “I can tell,” Merli said, gripping Cirice’s shoulder. 
 
    Cirice was a royal guard and other than the longbow, she was also skilled with two handed weapons. You couldn’t tell just by looking at her but strength was her highest stat. Other than crossbows and shortbows, you had to have a lot of upper body strength to be an archer and it was a role she’d only assumed after we ran away. She did it because Chad was our tank and without wearing her armor, she didn’t have enough defense to stand beside him. 
 
    Cirice let out a long sigh and took the sword in her hands admiring it. “Orichalcum… Wait, is this enchanted?” 
 
    Merli just nodded. 
 
    “I knew it!” Chad said, looking down at the mithril blade that Shtulls had lent him. “He made it, didn’t he?” 
 
    Merli cocked her head and shrugged as Cirice stood and gave Merli’s blade a few good swings. 
 
    Cirice handed it back and Merli smiled like an older sister. “You should stick with two-handed weapons. I think they suit you more than that old bow over there.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “It’s hard, isn’t it, maintaining your mana on an arrow. I can tell that that isn’t where your skill lies.” 
 
    “But without my armor, I can’t—” 
 
    Merli stood, her sheer dress blowing in the cold morning air. “You don’t need armor if you kill them before they kill you.” 
 
    We heard a final blood-curdling scream from the forest and watched as Lain ran towards it. She was so strong, but in that moment, all I could see was a maiden running towards her beloved. 
 
    Shtulls finally appeared, battered and blood soaked head to toe. But the two of them met in a blissful embrace and bitter jealousy filled me again. 
 
    I wasn’t jealous of either of them, just of their situation. To be loved like that… I looked at the other two, both were smiling. 
 
    So that’s how it is, he loves them all. 
 
    Shtulls passed out with a smile on his face and Lain healed him. 
 
    Later that night, we were all having dinner together except for Shtulls and Lain who were in their room upstairs. 
 
    We were all staying in the same inn. It was the only inn, so that’s to be expected. Still it all felt so strange. The former hero and the former princess were at the place, at the same time and we were even in the same hunting party for a while. 
 
    We resolved ourselves to share our secrets because we knew his. But what awaited me the next day was the harsh truth about everything. 
 
    Even though we all gathered our courage. Our feelings of guilt and worry were first and foremost on our minds. 
 
    I was a crying mess, I hadn’t stopped crying since we reached our room. And after we saw he was okay, everything went downhill from there. 
 
    His words echoed my sentiments and I realized that he viewed me, just like I viewed my father. And just like my father, I’d appeared to Shtulls like just another noble. The way he looked at me, told me that I’d been the same to him as those old men were to me. And he’d saved us, he’d avenged Cirice’s honor by killing the Viscount and he hated us. All of us, everyone that was part of the kingdom. 
 
    Everyone smiled at him in the castle but he never wanted to be there. We threw him balls and tried to exalt him but he never cared. He saw through everything the entire time and only saw our wealth as golden disks. He was never our ally, he only did what he did for people like him. He protected the young and the weak, orphans and whores. He hated our nobility. 
 
    He hated, me. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 57: Halcyon And Off - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Felna passed out and Cirice was a sobbing mess. Chad ran towards them but he stopped halfway as if he had something nasty to say but he clenched his fists and stopped himself. 
 
    I’d gone too far. It was probably a mix of things that led me to say what I did. My anger at the kingdom, my memories of how the nobles traded child slaves and how they’d treated Des like something less than human. 
 
    I didn’t want or need people like that around me and it made me sick how their entire personality seemed to change the moment they found out I was the hero. 
 
    Fuck these bottom feeding beuracrats and all their perceived superiority. And I’m not just talking about the human ones. The same things happen in the Empire, sometimes to a worse degree. 
 
    I fought my way up from absolutely nothing, just like Des and Merli. 
 
    From a young age I was taught to be humble to beg for my meals, then later to bleed for them. There was no way I could ever understand nobles or all the money and food they wasted for frivolous things like balls. 
 
    That money could’ve gone to an orphanage or a school. It could’ve saved so many people but no, they just had to make themselves feel special. 
 
    Neither Des nor Merli said anything. I just held them both as Lain snored softly behind us. I’m sure that if Lain had been awake for my outburst then she would’ve stopped me. But these two know how I feel and I doubt they disagree with any of it. 
 
    “That was a little harsh…” Des finally said. “They were worried about you.” 
 
    “Oh, was that before or after they knew I was the hero?” 
 
    I felt Des grow tense and I had my answer?“ I asked. “People like that are part of what’s wrong with the world. They insulted you without ever knowing anything about you or what you’ve been through. To them, you’re just a commoner. A strange sub-human thing that only exists to serve them. Oh, but me, all hail the great hero all of a sudden! Oh, I know, let’s try to impress him with our flashy clothes and—” 
 
    “They’re not like that.” Des said, “they’re not…” 
 
    “Should we kill them?” Merli asked, tilting her head slightly. 
 
    I let out a long sigh, followed by a belch. I was too drunk for this. I’d only just woken up and then filled my belly with cheap wine. 
 
    “No, but we’re leaving tomorrow. After we sell everything, we should have enough to move on and now that they’ve seen us, we can’t stay here anymore.” 
 
    “Trust…” Des let out, removing her glasses to dry her eyes. 
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
    She was frowning slightly as she tried to hide her tears. This wasn’t how it should be. Des shouldn’t feel like she needs to suffer alone. 
 
    I scooted back and pulled Des into my lap, hugging her from behind. “I’m sorry Des, if you have something to say, I’ll listen.” I kissed the top of her head and held her close. 
 
    “We can...trust them.” She said, looking up at me. 
 
    “Maybe you’re right, Des. But we were only stopping here for supplies so we still need to go. If we see them again I’ll be nicer but they really need to learn that things like class don’t mean anything. They treated us like slaves, Chad aside, so they deserved at least this much.” 
 
    Des nodded slowly but somehow I felt like she’d seen a bit of herself in Felna. 
 
    We rested there for a while, then cleaned up with water and rags as we waited for Lain to wake up. Luckily, even though Lain gets drunk on even a tiny amount of alcohol, she recovers quickly. So soon we were dressed and headed downstairs to eat. 
 
    It was about noon so lunch was on the menu, unfortunately lunch wasn’t covered in our two meals a day stay, so I had our remaining days refunded to cover it. 
 
    I gotta admire the inn staff here, they pull no punches. 
 
    After that, new clothes, again… Armor repair for me and Des and lastly a trip to the adventurer's guild to turn in all our pelts and trophies. 
 
    “Holy—” The receptionist said, looking at the heap of bugbear fangs, ears and pelts. 
 
    “Yes?” Lain said with a smile. 
 
    “N-no, I mean… Did you, no why would you, um… What happened!?” 
 
    “We, uh…” I said, sweat pouring down my neck. “Um, we found them like that?” 
 
    “You found them, cut apart and neatly disassembled… Okay, then. Are you just trying to raise your rank or—” 
 
    “I helped them!” Lain said, flashing her status. 
 
    “Ooh, okay then Mrs. Lain. I guess it all checks out but weren’t you both in different parties?” 
 
    “He’s my hubby, so I went to check on him! Also, here’s mine.” Laid said as she dumped out a huge amount of bear pelts and hob goblin ears. “I don’t really know how to take them apart right, so they might not be good quality.” 
 
    Indeed they weren’t but she’d still be paid for proof of subjugation. Wait, did she really— 
 
    “Ma’am, you don’t need to skin hobs. Can you even imagine anyone wanting armor with nipples and chest hair?” 
 
    Lain smiled as we all imagined it. Then Des and I shivered as Merli shrugged. 
 
    “I like nipples.” Lain said with a puzzled expression. “Is there something wrong?” 
 
    The receptionist smacked her lips and bowed her head, giving up on Lain as a person as she continued to tally everything in silence. 
 
    We made out like bandits and then just as quickly we emptied our coin-purses on food and supplies. We weren’t planning to stay in the kingdom anymore, so all this gold had to go. After buying up most of what the stalls and shops had to offer, we still ended up with some coin left over. 
 
    “Sh—Hugh, look over there,” Des said pointing to an enchanter’s shop. “I bet you could get some useful things for your new jobs.” 
 
    “Hmm,” I thought on it for a while as I opened my storage and looked at my core collection. I still had several higher steam golem cores and all the crystals from the bugbear generals. But it was true that I needed some new recipes. “Okay, let’s check it out.” 
 
    We started walking towards the shop as we heard a commotion at the gates. 
 
    “Paz,” I whispered, “I don’t know what’s going on but can you scout it out for us. Even if they pull up your… Nevermind, your status shows me as your owner doesn’t it?” 
 
    Paz sighed and I turned to Des. No, she won’t work either, she might still be wanted in the grasslands. Lain is the only one who still has a clear status in the Kingdom but she’s never had to spy on anyone before, so she’d probably just walk right up and gawk at them. 
 
    “I’ll do it,” Merli said. “I’m used to blending in.” 
 
    “But your status—” 
 
    “My status falls in line with whatever race I become. I can change it freely, barring my skills.” 
 
    The look on her face told me to trust her, that and the fact she’d lived in a tight-knit community with the dragonewts and was never caught. 
 
    I nodded and the rest of us barged into the enchanter's shop, startling the clerk. 
 
    He was strange in all ways that a person on the fringes of the kingdom could be. He was probably a dwarf but he was a little too tall. He wore a monocle, a tophat and he had a magnificent handlebar mustache. He was the sort of person you can’t help but stare at. 
 
    “So what brings you gaggle of mystified misanthropes to meandre menacingly into my shoppe?” 
 
    “Recipes,” I said, peeking back at the door. “Even though I don’t have—” 
 
    “Nice beads, do you mind if I…! Sweet Brevidas’s big beige balls! Is that enchanted orihacum?” 
 
    Maybe I should’ve bought a better scabbard to hide this thing… Wait, Chad still has my damn Mithtril sword doesn’t he? 
 
    I let out a long sigh as I turned back to the wide eyed man. “Yes, but that’s not why I’m here. I wanted to see if you could teach me any recipes.” 
 
    “By Andritia’s awesome areolas; if ya show me how you did that, then I’ll teach ya whatever you want!” 
 
    I heard a commotion and Merli slipped into the shop. “Royal army, checking door to door. They had a cleric with glowing eyes, so I didn’t hang around.” 
 
    “Are you lot in trouble perhaps?” The shokeep said with a menacing grin. He pressed his index fingers together with a pouty expression. “I could help you out but… Only if you share your secrets!” 
 
    Merli slipped around us and with a solid spin, leveled her sword at his throat. “You will hide us, regardless of—” 
 
    “Another one!! By the Crone’s crusty cun—” 
 
    “Enough,” I said. “Look, I'll show you how I do it, but I don’t think you’ll be able to replicate it. Just hide us for now and we’ll negotiate later.” 
 
    Damned otherworlders... 
 
    He saluted for some reason then led us back into a hidden room. Once inside, I knew why it was hidden. He was experimenting on cores, feeding them and, growing them!? It’s been theorized before that any core can become a dungeon core if given enough time and mana. But how dungeon cores form has long been undiscovered. 
 
    I took out my mask and it reacted by violently shaking in my hands as if it wanted to devour the things in this room, especially the mysterious ‘core feed’ that he was feeding them. 
 
    I pressed my ear to the narrow slit in the wall and listened. 
 
    “Have you seen these people?” A rough voice said behind a thick helmet. 
 
    “I swear by Anima’s awesome anus that I have not, sir! But, that one’s fair face and false facade make me want to feverishly fap! Do you mind if I keep the picture? For reference of course…” 
 
    “Er...sure. We have plenty, but in return please inform us immediately if you see her.” 
 
    “I swear I will by goddess Gilda’s great gaping—” 
 
    “Right, do you mind if we search your shop then?” 
 
    “Go ahead, I promise you on Shumareteth’s shimmering slimey—” 
 
    “Out of the way, citizen.” 
 
    We listened as heavy metal sabatons met with the wooden floors of the shop, trouncing right by us. A few tense moments passed along with my gas, making Paz gag. 
 
    “All clear!” “Clear here!” “All clear, sir!” 
 
    We listened carefully until everything became silent. A few moments later the shopkeep opened the doors and let us out. 
 
    “Who’s the picture of?” I asked. “And what’s with that room, are you trying to evolve simple cores into dungeon cores?” 
 
    He smiled at me in a way that reminded me of Caime. “Do you really want to know about my experiments?” 
 
    I really, really didn’t want to pay the price for that information. “No, just let us look at the depiction that the guard left.” 
 
    “Sure, if you show me how you did it! How did you...another one!” 
 
    I showed the strange man, Felanges as he called himself, how I enchanted things by wasting an enchantment on one of Des’s Orihalcum daggers. Daggers, though light and versatile, lacked the space needed for large enchantments anyway. 
 
    “Somehow, you can carve into it so easily. And, it stays as you left it! What is your job! No, what are the jobs you used?” 
 
    “I only promised to show you how I did it, now it’s your turn.” 
 
    He brought out a few old tomes and guided me through them. I learned Hasten, Paralyze and medium mana regen. There was a lot more there, but I’m not smart enough to memorize everything instantly. 
 
    “Now,” I said as he finished his lackluster tutelage. “What about the depiction?” 
 
    He smiled again as he pulled several small, thin sheets of orihalcum from his storage. “We only agreed that I would show you recipes in exchange for—” 
 
    “No, we didn’t! You said, anything, anything if I showed you how I did it. That thing the guard gave you definitely falls under that.” 
 
    He clicked his tongue as he revealed a brilliantly painted portrait of the fifth princess, Felnastasia. 
 
    Des gripped my arm and I had another dilemma on my hands. I might not like them, but Chad still had my sword and I wasn’t someone who held grudges. They’d wronged us, but they never showed up to take their share of the cut from the adventurer’s guild, so it all evened out. We were using each other, and I still felt bad that I hadn't been able to save Wick, Chad’s brother. 
 
    Wick was a great man. He always improved morale while never taking things like his status into account even though he was nobility. Chad had the same feel about him, and letting Wick’s younger brother die the same way he did would leave a scar on me that I could never heal. Especially since I could stop it. 
 
    Wick, you were a good man and I understand you more now. I would’ve done the same in your shoes. And, I’m sure Chad will as well. 
 
    I engraved a few enchantments on Felanges’ orihalcum sheets. “You can fill them in yourself, they won’t revert. The job you’re lacking is Artificer, I can’t tell you how to gain it normally but you probably need higher than average dexterity and first-hand knowledge of ancient lore.” 
 
    “F-first hand!? How am I—” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter, create your own! We need to go now, oh!” I said as I slid the sheets his way. “We were never here, and should we come back, you’ll hide us again.” 
 
    He nodded as he examined my work, flipping through the sheets with sweaty hands. 
 
    I already knew what he intended to do with them. He’d soon be grafting them onto other weapons and claiming that they were his creations. So, I handed him the merchant’s card and told him to try selling them there first. 
 
    Hopefully the two would enter into a confusing relationship with the merchant believing that Felanges was the mysterious master that could enchant orihalcum and I’d be able to slip away from them both. 
 
    We took a minute to equip ourselves for battle and eat a light meal before we left. We didn’t know what these kingdom guards were equipped with but if they were here to recapture the princess then that means they probably traveled all the way from the capital. Through bandits, monsters, beasts and more. On top of that, they were likely heavily trained and had perfected their teamwork. 
 
    We S-Executioners had no formal training together but we each trusted each other with our lives and we’d bested an S+ ranked dungeon made up of former demonic generals and horror-beasts beyond logic. 
 
    But Merli had described a Clergyman with glowing eyes. Would Lain really be able to kill a priest of Andritia? No, and she wouldn’t like it if we did either. 
 
    I could only hope that that priest followed another deity. 
 
    By the way, I was still barred from all churches. Though Andritia was the main one worshipped; all the holy maidens and priests had pretty much agreed they didn’t want to make out with me randomly and cast their votes to ban me. Though I hadn't tried the fire cults or the dark cults yet, I was sure that no matter who the clergyman was, he’d be way less than happy to see me. 
 
    By the time we’d arrive back at the inn, it was clear that we’d taken too long. Cirice, Chad and even Felna were all dragged out in shackles and chains. 
 
    The clergyman stepped up onto the fountain walls and opened a scroll. 
 
    “Ye fine people of Mountainrock! We decree that we have captured a witch in your midst. She has tainted a young nobleman and our beloved princess Felnastasia! So we invite you on the marrow’s first light to view her execution! Burn her suffering into your eyes as we purify her! No longer shall she tempt the righteous down the path of degeneracy. We shall not bear a witch among us, nor a succubus in human form! We...Are...Humans! Those of impure blood shall receive our divine punishment!” 
 
    With that, the man stepped down but the rumble from the crowd caused him to linger. 
 
    “Just watch, I shall show you proof! This one is the temptress, the other two will regain themselves when she is gone. We only restrain them now, because their minds have eroded, captured by her wiles. She shall burn! And if they are still afflicted, then they shall join her!” 
 
    Lain was shaking beside me, gripping her flail so hard that her knuckles were white. Also, my hand had lost all feeling which was good because I’m sure she’d shattered every bone in it as she looked at the rotund clergyman. 
 
    “You asshole!” Chad screamed, moments before an armored elbow struck him in the temple. 
 
    “Stop!” Felna said, holding her thin shackled arms up. “They didn’t do anything wrong! I just wanted to marry the person I wanted to. I wanted to be free of—” 
 
    She was struck as well, but the blow hit her harder. She fell to the ground, bloody and unconscious. 
 
    “You see this!” The clergyman said as he pulled Felna up by her golden hair. “She has been corrupted! She knows not what she says!” 
 
    Cirice looked pale, but she wasn’t struggling as the other two were. Instead, she clenched her jaw and acted obediently. 
 
    This display was disgusting. They obviously intended to punish Felna in a way that would break her and with the promise that they’d burn Chad, they’d forced Cirice to volunteer to be burned alive. 
 
    I had no fondness for Felna or Cirice, but as Felna’s bloody face spotted me, I felt another conflict. 
 
    They knew our secret. I was the hated pariah, the hero that openly mocked them. But even in this state, they hadn’t given me up. 
 
    I felt a strong surge of emotion from Lain and it bubbled over inside me. Afterall, I felt the same. Rather or not I liked someone, I would protect them as long as they weren’t hurting us. 
 
    Felna certainly wasn’t hurting us and given that Wick had sacrificed himself for his harem, I can’t imagine Chad staying quiet while they roast Cirice alive. 
 
    I counted the men around them, knowing that that was probably only the ones they wanted people to see. Fifty-two, fifty two fully armored men, trained to the point of death, repeatedly. Fifty two men that moved together in perfect unison as they marched. This was a show of force, and I felt it. 
 
    We were five people, no. Two demonic candidates, a holy knight with hero stats and Des and Paz. There was no way we could openly oppose them. But, there were ways we could win. 
 
    I hugged Lain as she shook with rage. “We’ll save them, I promise we’ll save them!” 
 
    She pulled back and looked into my eyes as our emotions overlapped through our bond. “Yes!” 
 
    She couldn’t say anything more as the people around us erupted in excitement and morbid curiosity, excited about watching a person slowly roasted to death. 
 
    We watched silently as they were all dragged off. Their fancy armor catching on the cobblestones as Felna’s dress left a bloody trail. 
 
    Our peaceful time here had ended but we’d already gotten everything we needed to move on. We were at the point that we could kiss this place goodbye and fly off into the sunset. But that was a weak move. I owed Wick, Des bonded with Felna and Cirice had amazing boobies. Shit, Lain’s sentiments are flowing into me… Yeah, that’s what it is. 
 
    We waited until nightfall, using Paz as our scout because he could fly. They’d set up camp just slightly outside of the northern walls and were using the town guards as errendboys to bring them wine and meat. 
 
    They were professionals so they’d set up shifts. However, there were always variables. Chad had left his large barrel of wine with us and I’d injected it with the green substance that Caime created. Merli delivered it, matching her clothes perfectly with a tavern wenches’. 
 
    We didn’t get all of them, but we killed enough of them to cause confusion. Then, we were all confused as the dead men began to rise and attack their fellow knights. 
 
    Their bodies were still intact and they were fully armored, so decapitating them or even recognizing that they were undead would take a lot of effort. 
 
    Des and I took this opportunity to invade their camp. Merli followed behind us, her form changing to a heavily armored one. 
 
    Des and I donned their armor, or rather I donned their armor. Des couldn’t pull it off so she backed away into the forest as Merli and I walked casually through their camp. 
 
    “Doing well?” A man said, as he greeted us. 
 
    “Yes brother, how do you fair?” 
 
    “Hmm, good as always, but my throat is dry.” 
 
    I gave him some poisoned wine. “I hear you, brother, drink, but don’t allow it to dull your senses. We still have a job to do.” 
 
    “Like a single drink could affect me. Still,” he drank the glass down whole. “Thank you, brother. This march has been a rough one. Even this small kindness has restored my spirit. From where do you hail?” 
 
    “From the south, I come from—” 
 
    “Ah!... Aeargh! Ooogh!” 
 
    We watched him as he died and became a zombie. He wasn’t a bad man. If anything I’d call him a model soldier but he was well aware of what they were doing and still turned a blind eye to everything. 
 
    Moments later, my sympathy would die as I neared the tents by the clergyman. 
 
    Cirice was chained down and used, as Chad watched, bent over and chained himself as the men used the both of them. 
 
    “No!” Merli said, holding her arm out to stop me. “We need to free all three of them.” 
 
    I twitched, my neck popping as my curse and I agreed but Merli’s soft embrace and my logic kept me going. Still, I could feel something terrible building inside me as I denied my curse. 
 
    “Gagh gagh gagh!” Felna gagged repeatedly before she was allowed to breathe again. “Then, you’ll spare them if I—” 
 
    “Yes, if you please me, then I’ll spare them.” The clergyman said before Felna started gagging again. 
 
    “Shtulls, stop!” Merli said, trying her best to restrain me, but I’d heard enough. I’d witnessed enough and as the screams of ‘undead!’ ‘Undead!” echoed behind me, I couldn’t control myself any longer. 
 
    As Merli looked behind her, I’d already tossed my pants into storage. I donned my cocketrice helm and… 
 
    “Caw… Caw! Cawcocke!” 
 
    “What is that?” The clergyman said, standing as he held Felna’s mouth flush to his groin.  
 
    “Caw...Cocke-awe!” 
 
    “I-is there a—” he started. 
 
    “Surprise!” I said in falsetto. 
 
    I launched myself at him, tackling him to the ground as I plunged myself into his eye socket. 
 
    “Oh yeah, take it baby!” I said as he screamed, trying his best to cast greater healing and a barrier. “I like the way you're tightening around me, OH! I’m gonna—” 
 
    “T-t-those… Martha, your pancakes are delicious… I think that—” He was already too brain damaged to make sense as I emptied my load into his skull. 
 
    I ran my fingers through his soft white hair as my mind rejected everything that had happened. I wanted to puke, but instead I pulled myself free of the clergyman as he fell to the ground with a splatter of white and red fluid. His brains leaking through his hallowed eye socket. 
 
    Felna screamed bloody murder but all I could do was smile at her through the gaps in my helm as I approached her, my bloody member waving in front of her. 
 
    “Shtulls!? I'm so sorry…” She held her eye open with her fingers as her whole body shook. “Do it, I deserve it!” 
 
    I picked her up by the throat and pinched her tiny nipple. Then I raised my visor and kissed her until she stopped fighting me. 
 
    “The Cokeman has beckoned you, will you come?” 
 
    She shook in my embrace as her urine spilled down her legs. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a maybe.” 
 
    I drug her out of that tent as knights swarmed us. 
 
    “Cockedukin!” “Cockey-yukan!” I blocked out how I dispatched them, but I still remember feeling sore and used. 
 
    Merli had already amassed a high bodycount and from the smell of burning flesh and the screams from afar, Lain had joined the mix. 
 
    I peeked into the tent where Chad and Cirice were before and Felna’s whole body shuddered on my back as she spoke in a language only truly sad people could understand. She said, “Please save them— NO! What did they do!? There’s blood coming from...Blood!!” 
 
    “Caw...caw! Cockecaw!” 
 
    The men were already done with what they wanted to do and half dressed after the calls of ‘UNDEAD!’ had stirred them. But right now, they were frozen in a stupor. 
 
    “D-did we even bring chickens?” “No, it...we—” 
 
    “Surprise! It is I, Cockeman!” 
 
    “Who—agaghgah!” I took out the first man, don’t ask me how. The rest didn’t fare much better as they all died from internal bleeding and coke-shots. 
 
    I vomited in the corner, no longer able to handle what the curse made me do. But Felna rushed to free Chad and Cirice, each of them battered and used to the point that they’d given up on life. 
 
    “Cocke here, chickadees and chickidon’ts. Cum with me! I’m the cocke of the walk, the rooster; stat booster! Let me in, so I can get you out!” 
 
    Nope! They were both done with everything, oblivious to the world. I knew that I couldn’t succeed by dragging them all through the enemy's camp so… My curse moved on, sifting through what it could do. 
 
    I placed them all together and covered them with my prized comforter. Then, after a brief apologetic glance I wore the red, bloodstained garb that was the tattered remains of my fancy suit as I equipped my wailing mask. 
 
    (The three of you should take up arms to defend yourselves. The guards here are dead so use their swords and armor until we find yours.) “AAAAHH! NO! Please!” 
 
    Kay, well this is still better than... I vomited again as I remembered. 
 
    I set a simple pitfall, with a sign that read, “Hey! Stop and read this, it’s important that we—” 
 
    Every knight that entered this tent fell for the trap. It became so bad that I had to make a slip and slide version of it to dump them into another pit. 
 
    (can you all move yet?) “AHHH!” 
 
    I’d curse myself but… Instead I repeated what I wanted to say in a whisper. 
 
    “Yeah!” Felna said as she tugged Cirice up. 
 
    Cirice immediately emptied her stomach, spilling white goo as Chad did the same after her. It was gross, everything about tonight made my gut quiver. My mind had become putty as it tried its best to forget the horrors it’d created and witnessed. 
 
    But even if their minds were destroyed, I still wanted to get them out of here. I’d been able to modify my surroundings before with this mask, so I created a simple cart and tossed the three into it. After my experiences at the murderer’s Inn, I realized that whatever I created this way had a time limit, based on how complicated it was. 
 
    This cart had moving parts so it might only last an hour or so. There was also the fact that we couldn’t take them back into the town anymore. Even if we wiped out all the knights here, then all the guards and the towns-folke would still recognize them. 
 
    We were leaving tonight and there was no reason to linger. 
 
    I whistled happily as I pulled the cart but it came out as a creepy lullaby. Luckily most of the men were preoccupied with trying to kill the heavily armored undead and the ones that approached us were immediately cut down by Merli. 
 
    I filled the place with traps as I walked, feeding my mask its fill with human blood. 
 
    It really didn’t discriminate much but somehow I knew that it wasn’t just blood it was feeding on. If it really was a fetal dungeon core, then it was feeding on everything. Their pain, their mana, their very souls. 
 
    This camp probably housed more than a hundred men and tonight they would all disappear. 
 
    I’d never considered myself to be evil but I could that a part of me was enjoying this and— 
 
    “You shall not be swayed by another’s influence, my son…” 
 
    And just like that I was grounded in reality again. Those words, were they my mother’s? Even though I wasn’t the smartest, I’d put two and two together but it still didn’t make sense. 
 
    Let’s say that the Crone was my mother… The Crone is an ancient deity though a simi-mortal one. Not a lot is known about her or her followers, if she has any followers. But Felanges mentioned her. 
 
    “Sto—AHH!” Another man fell into a pit. 
 
    She said she gave me this curse and I’d never found the person I’d accidentally knocked off that bridge. Was that a follower of her’s or her in disguise? 
 
    Another two men screamed as Merli cleaved them in two. 
 
    I certainly felt something when I saw her. Resting in her lap brought me comfort and a strange sense of nostalgia even though I was abandoned as a baby and raised by the Sisters of Andritia until they sent me away. There was no way I ever met her before, so why? 
 
    We reached the flaming hellscape that was once the rest of the camp. The ground was still red and glowing in several places and the knights there were reduced to charred remains and melted armor. 
 
    I created a path for us to walk through with my mask and met up with Lain and the rest. I knew that we could probably hide in Felanges’ shop but something about him rubbed me the wrong way. Still, I did learn something from his hidden room. At some point I’d like to try his feeding method to evolve my mask. 
 
    We ran through the sparse forest and into the mountains. Luckily I’d already cleared the local bugbear population so the only things that attacked us were simple beasts and an odd hobgoblin every now and then. 
 
    Once we found a spot far enough away from everything we saw the extent of everyone’s injuries. Cirice had been carved up and her once beautiful face had been beaten to a pulp. She was missing all her fingernails and more than a few teeth. 
 
    Chad was worse, they’d carved off his manhood and used him to the point that everything below his waist was bloody and he was missing seven of his fingers. Their intentions were clear, they never intended to let either of them live. 
 
    Lain used Perfect Heal on the both of them and a High Heal on Felna. Then, we let them rest in our tent. 
 
    We had Paz with us on guard duty as Lain shook. Her emotions were filled with guilt at what she’d done, disgust for how the trio were treated and a lust beyond words because her mana was spent. 
 
    If the men who did this weren’t already dead, then I’d kill them again. I’d seen some real shit during the war. Men, who lost all sense of self control due to panic and hopelessness. But these men didn’t seem like that. There was definitely something else going on here. 
 
    Even the clergyman, though he had a scroll that declared Cirice to be a witch, public executions weren’t a regular occurrence. And on the rare occasions they did happen, it was a notorious criminal. Cirice was a noble with enough of a pedigree to allow her to serve as a royal guard. There's no way that the king approved of that. 
 
    If the king wanted her dead, then he would’ve sent his assassins. He wouldn’t have bothered to send an entire legion. Those men were probably sent as an escort to bring his daughter back, not punish Cirice and Chad. 
 
    Then, there were the strange utterances that the clergyman said. If he were a follower of Andritia then he wouldn’t condemn a succubus unless they were aligned with the empire. At least not openly. There was a large faction within the kingdom that believed that pure humans should only be with pure humans but the vast population on both sides were mixed. And those people only spoke about things like that behind closed doors. 
 
    Lain laid down her comforter and I lay with her. Her mana was extremely low and it affected her mental state. That along with having to kill again. I’m sure it brought back memories of what we did in Lignum. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 58: Everything’s Fine - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    I watched Lain strip off her armor. Then when she lay back, I just held her for a while. Her desperation for mana was overpowering everything else I could feel through our link but she just relaxed into my arms. 
 
    “I know we did the right thing.” She said, more to herself than me. “Seeing them, after we got them back… Yep, it was okay to kill those men…” 
 
    It’s a good thing she doesn’t know about what I did to them. I really wish I didn’t know about that either. 
 
    She scooted down and rested her head on my chest. 
 
    “There was something wrong with them,” I said as I gently ran my fingers through her short hair. “They were an elite legion with strong training and years of discipline. I could tell by how they marched in town. Even the clergyman seemed wrong. There was no way he was going to live after doing what he did to them. Cirice and Chad’s families would’ve made sure of that and that’s not even counting what he did to Felna.” 
 
    Lain held me a little tighter as she tamped down on her lust. I can only guess that this has as much to do with tonight’s event as it does with almost killing me last time. It made me feel guilty that she was fighting so hard to hold herself back. 
 
    I rolled her over and kissed her as her eyes grew misty. “Lain, I love you and you can trust me.” Merli and Des were close by so I called out to them. “We’re all here for you.” 
 
    Lain finally gave in to her nature and ripped down my pants, wrapping her powerful legs around me. I felt the heat and wetness of her sex as I slid myself against it. 
 
    Her soft breath quickly became hot moans as she arched herself against me, desperate to take me in. 
 
    I raised back and caught a pair of new eyes staring at me from the tent but it was too late to stop. Nothing could stop this now. Even if a hydra sprung out of the forest, I’d fight it with Lain stuck to me and Merli and Des clinging on. 
 
    “Shtulls...Ah! Hurry!” 
 
    Her lust ran through me, pouring into my body and filling me to the brim with all that was her. I entered her with one very long thrust and felt her shocked muscles adapting around me. It was a sensation unique to Lain. Only she felt this way. Her muscles made her tight while her succubus race made her insides force themselves to accommodate me. 
 
    But more than any of that, it was the look of pure love and bliss that I saw on her perfect face that— 
 
    “Lain… I’m gonna...I’m cumming!” 
 
    She held me inside her as her legs began to shake and Des passed out. 
 
    “I can feel it, Shtulls. It’s so warm inside me...finally!” 
 
    I immediately drew my stored mana from my beads to keep Merli from fainting as I finally got to empty myself into my wife. Then, just as Merli’s head dipped, I pulled myself free. Saddened that I couldn't stay inside Lain for even a moment longer. 
 
    I held her as she jerked and spasmed, her toes curled and her eyes shut tight. She moaned cutely as her back arched then finally she lay back, her whole body covered in sweat. 
 
    I lay beside her and caressed her, causing her to shiver whenever my fingertips touched her. 
 
    She held her legs together carefully as she rolled over to look into my eyes and we smiled at each other like fools, as if we’d finally won some great victory. I knew we hadn’t but I finished in my wife, so even after everything else tonight, I was happy. 
 
    I only wish I could’ve stayed inside her, to feel her more as she came. Still, the way she’s looking at me means more than anything else. Our feelings intertwined as we kissed and a soft warm feeling washed over me, blotting everything else out. This was the woman for me, this beautiful, practical, cute entity known as Lain. And she was as much mine as I was hers. 
 
    We held, kissed and gazed at each other for a long time, lost in soft thoughts and imagined futures until we finally noticed that Des and Merli were both unconscious now. 
 
    “Maybe we should—” I began. 
 
    “Squeeze Merli’s boobies and pose Des in sexy positions?” 
 
    I suddenly remembered that Lain had earned the molester title. But…”Maybe? No! We should mana-cycle with them until they recover.” 
 
    “Why not do both!” 
 
    “Er...okay.” 
 
    Though I felt a little guilty, Lain’s smile led me on. Merli’s fun-bags were indeed soft and amazing and I had no idea Des was so flexible but apparently Lain did… 
 
    We lay Merli between us as we each rested our heads on a boob. Des was laying on her stomach, her legs somehow wrapping around both of us. 
 
    “See, this is fun!” Lain said as she forced her mana into Des. 
 
    “Ha...yeah…” I said, a strong question hanging on my tongue. “Lain?” 
 
    “Yeah?” She said with a broad smile as she adjusted her head on Merli’s melon. 
 
    “What exactly have you done to me while I’ve been asleep?” 
 
    Lain’s whole face became a granite carving as she tried to hide her shock. Too bad for her that I felt it. 
 
    “Um, it wasn’t just me, okay.” 
 
    “That makes it exactly zero percent better.” 
 
    “Look, we just wanted to see how far it stretched, then we tried to…” She blushed heavily as she hid her face in Merli’s breasticles. “Alot, okay, we’ve done a lot. But you love us right?” 
 
    She’s saying ‘us’ but it’s mostly her. Still, I can’t hate her for it. What’s mine is hers and what's hers in ours. I guess it's fine because she never hurt me. 
 
    I sighed as we continued to mana-cycle. “It’s fine. You’re cute so I forgive you. But...thinking back, there was that one day that my ass—” 
 
    “Merli’s boobs feel great! So soft and warm, I bet if we asked, she’d let us sleep like this every night.” 
 
    “It was in your room on your farm, I thought I might’ve had an accident but my schlong was tucked between my—” 
 
    Lain pulled Des’ armor up and hastily undid the ties. “Doesn’t Des have the prettiest vajayjay? Sometime soon, you and Merli are going to have to cycle with her so we can have girl time.” 
 
    Yep, she did it… When I was recovering she put me, in me and… I’m not even mad though I will admit that was a bad experience. 
 
    Still I looked down at Des’ vulnerable sex and her thick bush. “You should, I’d love to see that. Actually I could probably mana-cycle with her while you had ‘girl’s time’ and I had stretching time.” 
 
    “God yes!” 
 
    I smiled as I spoke. “We could even borrow one of her wooden friends and Merli could use it on you while you both—” 
 
    Merli moaned slightly as Lain gently bit her nipple. 
 
    I’d gone too far and the night was still young but I didn’t want to abuse Paz’s trust, so we only had maybe another half hour before shift-change. 
 
    Lain moved her hand down and began to gently rub Des being careful not to enter her. As I cycled with the three of them. I was doing my best to shift the mana where it needed to go. It needed to flow into Des first, then after that, it could go into anyone. I was fine as always and Lain was approaching her limit so I prioritized Merli first. 
 
    I was amazed at the fact she still retained her human form, even after her mana was exhausted. But other than skin and eye color her proportions had stayed the same. Honestly, I preferred her in her demonic form, especially the one I met her in first. If Lain’s crazy about her bossoms now, then she would’ve freaked out over what they were before. 
 
    “Oh shit!” I said as my hand began to hurt and the symbol of my contract began to glow. 
 
    “What!?” Lain said, still rubbing Des. “Is there a hydra?” 
 
    This link apparently affects us on a subconscious level. “No, I need to bed Merli or I’m in violation of our contract.” 
 
    We funneled our mana through Des at a surprising rate until Des awoke to the feeling of Lain’s fingers. 
 
    “Wha!? AH!” Des grabbed Lain’s hand and bent back thrusting her hips. “Why…? Oh god~!” 
 
    Des was as adorable as always as she came looking at me and clutching Lain’s hand. I kissed her as I continued to hold Merli’s hand so I wouldn’t break our cycling. 
 
    Merli woke up soon after because even though Des was confused at her sudden orgasm she automatically felt the flow of mana through her and channeled it into Merli. 
 
    “W-why is…” Merli hugged Lain’s head to her breast. “Oh...OH! Shtulls, I’m ovulating. It’s time!” 
 
    Lain pulled back from Merli’s breast leaving a trail of saliva. “You taste so good!” 
 
    Merli squirmed as Des moved and I took my rightful place between Merli’s legs. 
 
    The night went on like this, Merli’s loins were so hot I thought I'd melt but as Lain and Des sucked her, it didn’t take long until she came. I stayed inside her as she grew, her physical enhancement activating almost without her consent as I rammed myself into her mercilessly. 
 
    I thrust deeply inside her and held my place allowing her clenching muscles to softly caress me until I came. 
 
    “K-kiss? I want—Mmph!” 
 
    Leaning forward, I kissed her as her orgasm finished and I continued to fill her. Then when she shrunk back down, I was forced out of her for a second before I put it back in. She squealed at the sensation and hugged me between her breasts allowing me to slowly become soft inside her. 
 
    In many ways it was the perfect moment. When Merli held me, she was suddenly a maiden again. Gone was the brutal emotionless demoness, replaced by a pure innocent girl that wanted nothing more than comfort and reassurance. 
 
    I stayed connected with her until I naturally slipped out. “W-were my insides to your liking, Shtulls?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No!? I-I’m sho sorry...I—” 
 
    I kissed her again. “I’m only teasing you, you were perfect. I just wanted to see how you’d react.” 
 
    She pouted, a pure reaction from a being that couldn’t lie, to me at least. “That’s mean…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, you’re just so damned sexy that I can’t help but tease you every now and then. Will you forgive me?” 
 
    “I—Oh! Not now, Mistress, I’m still—” 
 
    Lain had latched onto her breast and sucked it for all it was worth. I felt a tinge of jealousy along with the heavy scent of arousal coming through our link. 
 
    But as much as I wanted this to last, our time was up. 
 
    I woefully parted ways with Lain and Merli as I took the next watch. 
 
    No one had eaten yet and we had a vast abundance of supplies now, so I began to cook. Paz snoozed softly behind me, using the fire for warmth. 
 
    Laying with everyone, I’d almost forgotten how cold it was here. We were lucky that the wind was low and no elementals had showed up yet. 
 
    I made a simple pork and bean stew with a few potatoes and seasonal spices. With a stew, no matter which person was on guard duty, they’d still be able to enjoy it. 
 
    Half of the responsibilities of the person on guard were to tend the fire. But for me, I had more to do. I set another kettle on the fire to boil. I used the red waters of the last dungeon to impart their iron flavor as I simmered some bugbear meat. 
 
    This was a dish for Paz, our mighty pet, er, companion. Beasts taste with their noses first and foremost, so I added a few carrots and some aromatic herbs to aid in digestion. I realized that Paz could eat anything that a person could eat but I wanted to make something special for him. 
 
    I added a bit of Chad’s cheap wine that I’d reserved for cooking and some dried coketrice bones to add some depth. 
 
    After it boiled for a while, I took it off the fire and let it rest until it was cool. 
 
    Then I put the pot in front of Paz’s nose and laughed as he suddenly awoke, his eyes wide. Without questioning anything, he lapped up his meal followed by a good amount of water and sighed contentedly. 
 
    “It was good,” Paz projected. “Thank you.” 
 
    “No, thank you for guarding us for so long.” 
 
    “I did nothing, the forest is calm.” 
 
    “Then go back to sleep, my friend.” 
 
    He crawled towards me and butted my arm up as he placed his massive head on my lap.  
 
     I stroked his fur until he fell asleep but I never dropped my guard. I donned my wailing mask and set a few traps in the distance. Then I took off my beads. 
 
    I had a better mana storage enchantment now and to my surprise, it was easy to change. Lower and medium were basically the same other than a few new symbols added on top. My beads could now store almost twice the amount of mana as before.  
 
    Still, I won’t deny I was getting groggy. My fatigue had caught up with me and along with Paz’s fur and the warmth of the fire I was in danger of nodding off. 
 
    “Sh-Shtulls…” A weak voice called out to me, thankfully snapping me awake. 
 
    Felna sat by me, her large eyes bloodshot. Her cheeks still showed long marks down them from where she’d been crying. “T-thank you…for saving us…” 
 
    Knowing what they’d all been through, along with my guilt from before, I froze. I had many things to say to her, apologies, questions. But right now, I didn’t feel like having a heavy conversation. 
 
    I was still dealing with the things the curse had me do and the guilt of forcing Lain to kill again, so all I could do was nod as I pet Paz for comfort. 
 
    Felna stared vacantly into the fire, not blinking as her mouth hung open. 
 
    I took a bowl from my inventory and filled it with my bean stew. She took it with shaking hands as her tears traced weathered paths down her face. “Got any spice?” 
 
    I’d actually purchased quite a few chillies for Des and some limes along with vinegar and a mortar and pestle. 
 
    “Sure, give me a minute.” 
 
    I took everything out and began to make a fresh sauce as she hic’d. 
 
    “Don’t! Don’t do all that just for me!” 
 
    “It’s not just for you, I was going to do this either way for Des and myself. Believe it or not, I learned to make this sauce from a devil, or maybe he was actually a higher demon? Either way, I liked him. His meals always brought me comfort, even knowing that he expected my soul as payment.” 
 
    “Your soul?” 
 
    “Yep, there were a lot of demons like that the closer I got to the capital. Hell, even buying a kebab was an exercise in negotiation.” 
 
    “Kebab?” 
 
    I pulled one from my storage and handed it to her. “It’ll be a lot better with the sauce I’m making, so if it gets cold, just hold it over the fire.” 
 
    With my strength and newfound dexterity, it didn’t take me long to create a red sauce. I added a tiny bit of honey and salt then poured it into an empty bottle before tasting it. It needed cilemon and garlic but I didn’t have either of those with me, so I offered it to Felna as is. 
 
    “Is it really okay for me to use this?” She asked. “I know it’s probably all for Des.” 
 
    “Yeah, use it. It needs a few more things before I can call it complete, so you’ll be my guinea pig.” 
 
    I watched the princess try her best to apply palace manners to street food staples but try as I might to hold it in, I laughed. 
 
    “What is it?” She asked, her cheeks stuffed like a gerbil's. 
 
    “It’s nothing, how is it?” 
 
    She chewed for a while, until her dainty cheeks weren’t inflated then swallowed everything with a single gulp. 
 
    She held up the skewer as if it were a holy artifact. “This is amazing!” 
 
    “Ha! I have such things to show you!” 
 
    “W-what!?” 
 
    “Oh, I mean, try the soup. I worked harder on that, the kebab came from a stall.” 
 
    She ate a large spoonful and smiled. “It tastes like the servant’s meals.” She immediately regretted her words as I scowled at her. “No! I didn’t mean it tasted bad, I just meant that it tastes comforting. It’s delicious, I swear!” 
 
    I was a sucker for compliments, especially when it came to food, so I relaxed and leaned back against Paz as a cold wind blew over us. 
 
    Felna shook like a leaf but as she ate my stew she regained her strength. 
 
    We sat there in awkward silence as she finished her food and licked the bowl clean. I offered her more, but she declined because she wanted everyone to taste my cooking. 
 
    Then, the silence hung over us like a curtain made of swords. My mind cycled through the dumbest questions ever; like Do you come here often? Or, are you keeping an eye out for me? 
 
    Finally she broke the silence, but I wish she hadn’t. “I was supposed to be your fiance…” 
 
    “I was married, so you should know that was never an option.” 
 
    “But you would have gained a claim to the throne along with—” 
 
    “No! No thank you ma’am. At the time, I loved my wife or at least I thought I did. Either way, I was never going to be your husband. Even if I was a single I—” 
 
    “Why!? If you just played the game a little then you could’ve had—” 
 
    “I give no shits for ‘the game’. I’m not Oblex who can fake being mana-touched nor am I a person who feels comfortable lying to strangers. If I had to live a court-life, I’d need to excuse myself to vomit every time I shook hands with a corrupt noble and I—” 
 
    I stopped as I saw her crumple over, hugging my comforter for dear life. 
 
    “Look, it wasn’t you. It was the whole shebang. The other heroes came from another world so their eyes were blinded by praise and… Okay, excluding Oblex, er… I’m sorry?” 
 
    “That night when you gave me horderves, did you know who I was?” 
 
    “Yeah, given your gown and the fact you were asking for me. It was a dead giveaway.”  
 
    “I—I lost my virginity that very night! If you’d only—” 
 
    “My bad, I should’ve given you a red rice dish, maybe a nice blood sausage. Instead I gave you a pate, I apologize.” 
 
    “No! Don’t you get it? Even when you protected us from the bugbear, didn’t you feel anything while I was being...in the tent?” 
 
    “I felt Des.” I said, a little too quickly. “She was once my student. A former prostitute like my ex wife but she always loved me. Des is someone who is an irreplaceable part of my life. Bonds, princess, bonds are more important than status. Actually, everything is more important than status when you’re considering a life together.” 
 
    She turned toward the fire as she watched the wood pop. “I know that much… I-I love Cirice! I...is it wrong for a woman to love another?” 
 
    “Nope, not in the slightest. Ask any commoner the same question and you’ll probably get the same answer, unfortunately followed by ‘can I watch’.” 
 
    She laughed as I poured her another bowl of stew. “So I’m not weird?” 
 
    “Hell yeah you are but so is every person you’ve ever met. You probably saw me in the perfect light but—” 
 
    “I saw you as a weird old man.” 
 
    “R-right… Well, now I feel sad.” 
 
    “I don’t feel that way anymore. I’m sorry for how I acted before, even after you saved us.” She looked over at Des. “And I’m extremely sorry for what I said to her. I think I was just feeling jealous of your freedom.” 
 
    I laughed at the thought of freedom. This curse made me say and do horrible things, yet it promised ‘freedom’. 
 
    I let her continue as I poured myself a bowl. 
 
    “It’s not like I hated you, I just never met you.” She said, “then there were all these other old men. Not just at the castle but even when we escaped. I wish you could read my mind. If you could then you’d know that I regret everything! I looked down on you as a hero and later as an adventurer but there were so many men that only wanted—” 
 
    “I thought I was clear with my relationship with Des. Even Chad noticed how we felt together. He told you so many times. He said he trusted me, he begged you not to insult Des. Do you even have a clue what she’s gone through?” 
 
    “N-no, I—” 
 
    “Then let me tell you about true loss.” 
 
    I told her a summarized version of Des's story and she broke down immediately. 
 
    “And I called her all that?” Felna asked, in tears. 
 
    “Yep, you really showed your ass there.” 
 
    “But I was…” 
 
    She told her story and I felt sick again. Things aren’t always greener on the other side and I understood her position completely. Afterall my ex was a whore right up until I bought her. That meant that every night I spent in the dungeon, I knew that a new dong was inside her. 
 
    “I can’t tell you what you should do but they seem to at least acknowledge you. Have you ever told Cirice how you feel?” 
 
    She shook her head fervently. 
 
    “Then start there. Chad seems like he’d accept it and I think you already accepted his role in your relationship.” I said as a familiar face hovered in my memory. “A man in a similar position once told me something. He said that everyone has a role to play and if one person isn’t happy then everyone suffers. I’ve seen it myself with my group.” 
 
    She warmed her hands on her hot bowl and stared at the fire again. “I don’t think they need me like I need them. I’m… I feel like they’d be happier without me.” 
 
    “You don’t believe that. I can tell they both care a lot about you, so maybe it’s another reason.” I paused for a moment, looking at the once high and mighty princess as she became just a normal girl to me. “Did something happen other than, earlier…?” 
 
    “...Yeah. They were doing things without me…” 
 
    “Well, that’s a given. Haven’t you ever done things with one of them when the other—” 
 
    “No! I’d never do that, because Cirice loves Chad and he’s never tried anything with me when we’re alone. But maybe he just knows how I feel, so…” 
 
    “Less of a triangle and more of a seven, huh.” 
 
    “What?” She said, a little confused. I’d forgotten how sheltered she was. “A triangle is a three-way relationship where Person A likes Person B, and Person C likes Person A. A seven is where Person A and Person C like Person B. That means that person B, Cirice, is the pillar of the relationship. All you can do is talk things out and go from there.” 
 
    “I don’t want it!” She said loud enough to cause Paz to stir. “...I want to be with her but…” 
 
    “Jealousy,” I said evenly. “You have a decision to make. Do you try your best to get over it and be with them or do you leave?” 
 
    “I don’t—I can’t leave them. I need them or else what was it all for?” 
 
    For getting away from forced marriages with corrupted nobles and not being a whore for the kingdom. “For gaining independence. You might’ve been a little too forward with them up until now and even if it’s only on a subconscious level they picked up on it. You don’t hold any power because you being with them is a given.” 
 
    “No,” she said. “It’s not that, I think they want to start a family and I’m just in the way.” 
 
    This is all way too complicated for a man like me who’s only real romances came from coins spent, after I learned how frightening the Charm spell was. 
 
    “I don’t know how Cirice feels about any of this but she strikes me as a practical woman and she always took your side in insulting us, even when Chad told you both to stop. She probably wanted to escape the capital as much as you did and even now I bet she’s trying to escape everything else. We’re all like that, me and the women with me, we’re trying to fix my curse and settle down somewhere where we can just live a normal life.” 
 
    But there are murderous candidates and kingdom assholes everywhere we go. 
 
    “...Ah...makes sense…” Felna mumbled. “I already knew you were like that, even back in the capital. Did any of that ever mean anything to you? The wealth, the balls, the—” 
 
    “Less than nothing. Shit might be good for farming but it makes for a bad foundation. Meaningless gestures and grand showing of wealth ‘in my honor’ are basically just nobles bragging. Not that it matters that much. Be it the King or the Demonic Emperor, neither one is free.” 
 
    “What?” Felna dropped her bowl. “What do you mean!? Tell me!” 
 
    Ah, right, the king is her father. She probably knew him before he took the throne. 
 
    “You were taught by Oblex as well weren’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Did you ever listen to his ramblings?” 
 
    “Umm…” She began a masterful Oblex impression. “These aren’t maids! Maids should only wear black and white dresses, at least three inches above the knee! What bullshittery is this? Even when I make them new dresses they politely refuse to try them on!” 
 
    “Yep, you definitely knew Oblex but what he told you and what he told me were probably different. There’s no doubt that he’s mana-touched but he’s also smart enough to bypass it when he wants to. He once said that this world is a game and that the wars will never end. Later when I met the former Demonic Emperor in a dungeon he—” 
 
    “What!? You met—I thought you killed him so—” 
 
    “It was an undead dungeon and he was a special summon of sorts. Apparently his remains were taken to the countryside in hopes that I would find him, or so he would have me believe. He said a lot of things like proclaiming to be my father. But the one thing that stuck was his overwhelming regret for the actions he took ‘under another’s power’. He inferred that he wasn’t in control of his actions. Maybe your father is the same.” 
 
    She picked up her bowl and stared at it for a while before handing it back to me. “That’s a lot… I think I’m going to go—” 
 
    Merli stirred and interrupted Felna’s words. Merli was in her normal form now, horns and all and Felna fell back, terrified of the thing that was a demon. 
 
    “D-Dem—” 
 
    “It’s just Merli, the same Merli you always knew. Go back to your tent, and try your best from now on. Tomorrow promises things that are more shocking, so if you can’t deal with this then I don’t know what to tell you.” 
 
    Felna had been through a lot, even before she ever fled the kingdom but I’m sure these last 24 hours had been a true challenge. 
 
    She wobbled her way back to her tent and collapsed inside, cuddling herself up to Cirice and sobbing softly until she fell asleep. 
 
    “Should I not have revealed myself?” Merli said as she sat beside me. 
 
    “No, I don’t think there’s any reason to hide anything. We’re going west again tomorrow, so you would’ve had to show them sooner or later.” 
 
    Merli leaned back against Paz with a slight smile on her otherwise stoic face. I handed her a bowl of soup and a kebab but she refused the sauce. 
 
    “Oh, weak to the spicy stuff, huh?” I teased. 
 
    “Y-yeah…” 
 
    This was girly Merli, the version of her that I only got to see when we were alone. To see the big bad demoness fleeing from some spice was endearing. 
 
    I teased her a bit, until a soft blush flashed across her lavender skin. She pouted slightly as she pretended to not be staring at me as she ate. 
 
    At some point I must’ve drifted off as the next thing I knew Lain was carrying me to our makeshift bed. 
 
    “Good morning, beautiful.” I said groggily. 
 
    Lain beamed down at me as she laid me down and quickly but gently removed my clothes. 
 
    She seems very good at this… She kissed me as she covered us both and spooned me. 
 
    As a man I know this should hurt my pride, but somehow I feel like I’m safe now; like I’m home. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 59: Futuere - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, Des was snuggled close in my arms and Lain was tending the fire, cooking meat for Paz and something great-smelling for the rest of us. 
 
    The pot from the soup I’d made last night was empty so I hoped that Cirice and Chad got their share. Of course I wasn’t sure how they would be from now on but I had hope. Royal guards were taught to endure torture, so maybe that saved them a bit. 
 
    I carefully slid away from Des and covered her back up as I gave her a peck on the forehead. Then I made my way to the trio’s tent and opened the flap. 
 
    “Dude, clothes!” Chad said, covering Cirice’s eyes. Felna also covered her eyes but for her it wasn’t about modesty it was just a reflex now. 
 
    “Right, sorry about that.” I said with a smile. “Still, if you can complain about this, you must be doing alright.” 
 
    “No, bro… We’re a long way from alright…” 
 
    The curse had made me do so many things in the nude by now that I wasn’t particularly embarrassed anymore. Still, it was very cold here, so I jumped back under the covers with Des until I warmed up again. 
 
    “Breakfast in bed?” Lain said as she plopped down beside us and handed me a plate of cured meats and fatty boar with a side of potatoes fried in lard. 
 
    “Ah, my goddess, I-I can’t even look at you. Your light is far too bright for this humble serv—Mmph!” 
 
    She force fed me to shut me up while giggling with a slight blush. I gagged a bit because she used a little too much strength but I was still happy. It was amazing to be with someone who got your sense of humor and with how weak she was to compliments, I enjoyed her reactions thoroughly as I chewed. 
 
    Merli sat down beside Dez and flicked her forehead to wake her up. 
 
    Des immediately blamed me but got up anyway as Merli handed her a plate. 
 
    I glared briefly at Merli but she only grinned as she began eating. 
 
    “Did the trio eat already?” I asked, gazing back towards the tent. 
 
    “Yeah,” Des said, “they ate some of your soup on my watch.” 
 
    “What about breakfast?” 
 
    Lain shook her head. 
 
    I nodded and sat my food down, cupping my hands as I yelled. “Soldiers! Get those flabby disgusting bodies mo-oving! On the double! Move Move Move!” 
 
    “Sir, yes SIR!” Chad called out, his voice filled with surprise. 
 
    “ROLL CALL! Number off!” 
 
    “ONE!” “TWO!” “Uhh...three…?” 
 
    “Chow-time! Get your grub and gag it down. Always be ready to move out!” 
 
    “Sir, yes sir!” “Sir, yes SIR!” “Umm, sir…” 
 
    The three of them rushed over to the fire and filled their plates, then stood at attention in front of me. Felna was obviously confused by the whole ordeal but the other two seemed to have gotten over their earlier lethargy. I knew I was cheating by doing this but they both responded immediately. 
 
    Military life was both difficult and simple. Routine and a strong command structure; after a while those became comfortable and remembering what you’d been through to become a soldier was a strong foundation. 
 
    These two had lived through hell last night but now, they were eating at least. Felna on the other hand looked like she would cry any second now. 
 
    I hadn’t done that many wakeup calls before but when I was training with my subordinates before we left for war, I’d been through many of them. It probably wasn’t until we only had a hundred men left that I took up the roll call myself. I needed to see them and hearing them call off their numbers reminded me that they were still there. Until eventually they weren’t… 
 
    Felna looked at me, her lip trembling slightly. “Why did you yell at me?” 
 
    I felt a chill and quickly grabbed Lain’s arm. Then, rather than answering her, I just nodded to Chad and Cirice as they ate their fill, their eyes alive again. 
 
    The three of them ate standing up, until I gave them permission to sit down with us. 
 
    “Wow, man, that was just like when they did it in the capital. I know you were the hero and all but, I guess I never really knew that you were an officer.” 
 
    “I was, technically but I never had to do the drills myself. With my stats, they had me killing monsters and delving dungeons just like I used to but I learned a lot from General Vorcum. May he rest in peace.” 
 
    Both of them stopped eating for a moment as they gave me a thousand yard stare. Come to think of it, he didn’t come with me because he was too old. A general of the common-folke, he’d earned his nobility three times over but he refused his titles and kept his position to train the next generation. 
 
    To my knowledge he died of old age, in the middle of a long rant. 
 
    “V-Vorcum? You trained under Vorcum!?” Cirice said. 
 
    “Yep, he was a good guy. We even did the Demonic Dungeon a few times together with a team of elites. It was his judgement of when to withdraw that saved them more often than not. Still, after they’d gone to the safe room, he’d come find me usually carrying a bottle of scotch and dried rations. He’d tell me about his grandchildren while I fought and after I cleared the way to the next safe room, we’d head back for wake up and roll call. Then I’d take a small nap and we’d go again.” 
 
    “T-that man… Talked to you about his grandchildren?” Cirice said with a shivering voice. “That Vorcum!?” 
 
    “Yep, he was a big old softy and a doting grand-dad. I would’ve loved to introduce him to Lain and the rest. He would’ve laughed his ass off at me but I’m sure we all would’ve gotten along.” 
 
    “What was he like?” Lain asked with a smile that said she was proud that I wanted to introduce her to someone I knew. 
 
    “He was a lot like Aundre.” I answered. “Tough as nails on the outside but caring on the inside.” 
 
    “Like dad?” 
 
    “Yep—woops…” 
 
    Now all three of them were looking at us strangely, plus Merli and Paz. 
 
    Chad broke the tension. “Dude, Vorcum was a real hardass! If someone got assigned to his squad, then they had a fifty-fifty chance of quitting, then fifty-fifty again for staying alive.” 
 
    “Yeah, that was his kindness. He drove the weak ones to a breaking point so they would quit before facing actual danger and trust me, he did everything he could to keep the rest alive but you can’t fix stupidity. Some froze and others outright disobeyed him, those were the ones that died. They would’ve died anyway, demons are strong and varied in their talents. You have to be extremely strong or extremely obedient to survive a battle with them. There is no inbetween.” 
 
    For some reason Merli puffed up her chest. I caught Chad’s gaze and raised an eyebrow, causing him to look away. 
 
    “No…” Cirice said. “Vorcum was a hellish instructor. He drove us through fifty floors of the Demonic Dungeon, only letting us rest if we were able to reach the safe rooms. It was—” 
 
    “Normal.” “That’s normal, right.” “You sillies, you can only rest in safe rooms or they’ll get ya!” “Woof!” My group responded for me as I shrugged. 
 
    “Well, technically you can rest before bossrooms on the stairways and in the bossroom after the boss is dead. When he was with me, we rested at all those places. Was he different with—” 
 
    “How is that normal!?” Cirice said, “slightly agitated. You should be able to retreat after you’ve had enough. You shouldn’t be driven into floor after floor of fighting. Then there was the way he looked at you like you were garbage, just because you took a backline role. He’d yell at us and berate us constantly until we—” 
 
    “But how did you feel once you reached those safe rooms or after you beat a boss?” 
 
    She sighed deeply and I smiled at her. Chad too, relaxed as he had an ah-ha moment. 
 
    I nodded sagely as I took another bite of Lain’s exquisite cooking, savoring it as— 
 
    “Aundre is your father?” Felna asked Lain, causing me to choke. 
 
    “Yep, Dad’s great, he always supports me and my brothers even though only a few of us want to be farmers.” 
 
    “Just to be clear,” Felna said, leaning forward. “Is he, The Aundre from Oblex’s party. Aundre The Golden Shield?” 
 
    “Y—MM” 
 
    It was lucky that I was able to cover Lain’s mouth in time or— 
 
    She pulled my hand away as if I was a child. “Yeppers, that’s my daddy!” 
 
    Merli practically leaped away as the trio just gave us blank stares. 
 
    “Th-then...you’re...Aund—” 
 
    “Yep, and my momma was a general in the demonic empire.” Lain spat proudly. 
 
    Everyone stopped chewing as I looked at Lain’s proud face. It wasn’t like I didn’t want her to be proud of who she was but to say it to three people who; well, they probably aren’t ever going back to the kingdom anyway, so I guess we’re fine. But Merli, Merli was showing more emotion than I’d ever seen from her, publicly. 
 
    She asked Lain her mother’s name and practically broke down in front of her. Apparently Lain’s mother was a bit of a hero demon-side and Merli had always looked up to her, even though she never met her. 
 
    Des and I already knew everything but Paz, Merli and the rest were still shocked. 
 
    Paz had faced off against Aundre once and even met Lain’s mother in open combat. Those were two of the losses that led Shumareteth to force him to be an assassin. Luckily, his words were projected to only Lain and I as the rest just continued to eat their meals in varying degrees of shock. 
 
    Of course, I’d soon need to use unbind and Merli would as well. We’d both need to carry people this time. If we were talking about absolute limits, then I could probably carry everyone but we weren’t. We needed to move quickly and make as few stops as possible so we wouldn’t be tracked by our demonic essence. 
 
    I know I’ll be carrying Lain. Des will probably want to ride with me but it’s better if she rides Paz because the two of them are used to fighting together by now. Merli won’t want to carry anyone but she’ll need to take at least one person. 
 
    I guess I’ll let the trio decide for themselves after we’re all done with eating, bathing and maintaining our weapons and armor. I’ll also make Des some new bolts since we’re in a forest. 
 
    While Lain told the story of how her father and mother met, I started Des on cleaning our favorite weapons. After that I gathered the driest wood I could find and gave Paz a good scratching to gather some feathers. Though bolts don’t really need fletchings, I knew Des could make use of them with her wind magic. 
 
    “Hey,” Chad said, sitting down by me. “Making bolts?” 
 
    “Yep and after that, I’ll be helping Des on weapon maintenance so—” 
 
    “Here man, I didn’t give it to them.” Chad pulled the mithril sword I lent him from his storage and knelt in front of me. “They got my armor and everything else, but not this.” 
 
    I swallowed hard, as I remembered his brother. Damn… “You keep it, no, let me take it back for a while. Chad, you’re a good man, like your brother.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Umm, so that girl was a demon, huh?” 
 
    “Indeed,” I said as I showed him the mark on my hand. “We’re in a breeding contract so don’t go getting any funny ideas though.” 
 
    “Was she the one that you, um, won against without fighting? The general?” 
 
    I smiled sadly as I remembered my mistake. “Yeah, but at the time I was too stupid to understand what I did to her. I ruined her life, just like that. I only wish I could change things somehow.” 
 
    Chad and I looked at Merli as she happily coached Cirice on two handed form. In many ways the two of them resembled each other so perhaps they felt a kinship of sorts. 
 
    Felna was struggling to help Lain clean up the pots and dishes as Des was focused on oiling my orichalcum sword. Should I tell her that orichalcum only needs to be cleaned? 
 
    “She seems fine to me, bro.” Chad said, “so like, maybe you should forgive yourself there.” 
 
    I smiled softly. I wanted to forgive myself but my sins keep on piling up. 
 
    “Here,” I tossed him a knife and handed him a handful of bolts. “Carve a cross in the wood about the thickness of one of these feathers. Here, an example.” 
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay with me doing this? It's for your girl, yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah but I trust you, and later you’ll all really really have to trust me.” 
 
    Chad smiled brightly as he nodded and got to work immediately. 
 
    “So,” he said as he finished another bolt. “Was my brother really everything you made him out to be? I mean, was he really useful?” 
 
    “He was one of the final hundred. He never succumbed to the temptations of the empire nor did he desert or fall behind. He died an honorable death protecting the ones he loved and even though they followed him soon after, he will likely live on in the memories of both friend and foe alike. Hell, given the situation I’m in now, I’ve remembered his words a few times.” 
 
    Chad slumped, shaking his head. “Nice… Did you know Elony?” 
 
    “Yeah, she was in his group. She died covered in demon blood, her sword held high as she screamed his name. I would’ve saved them but if I’d given up my position then many more would’ve died, so all I could do was watch them fall between blows.” 
 
    “So that’s how she went… She was my first crush but she was engaged to Wick.” Chad said in a somber tone. “I see, huh… That’s how she went. I’ll tell Cirice later.” 
 
    I looked up from my work. “Tell Cirice?” 
 
    “Yeah, Elony was her sister.” 
 
    Ah, I see it now; the black hair, the soft eyes and the two-handed sword style. It’s easy to get bogged down in numbers. Those that died... But now I had to face the people they left behind. 
 
    I don’t know what face I was making but Chad leaned in and patted my shoulder. “It’s okay man, both of them volunteered to go with you and they both died good deaths under your command.” 
 
    There’s no such thing as a good death. I wanted to say but how could I, hell I slinked off to a dungeon just to buy myself a bit more time.  
 
    “Thanks… You put the feathers in like this, then tie them off with oiled leather. Thread would be better but we don’t have any.” 
 
    Chad frowned slightly as Lain looked over at me, wiping a tear for my sake. I’m sorry Lain, I’m a sad old man and I have baggage. 
 
    I was tackled from more than ten feet away as Lain held me tight and we tumbled off into the forest. I was extremely grateful for my high physical defense but more thankful that I had someone who cared this much about me. 
 
    “I’m okay, Lain. I promise.” 
 
    “No way, mister!” She said with a small sniffle. “You don’t get to feel bad when I’m here!” 
 
    I held her close, wincing at my scratched up back but feeling her in my arms was all I needed in this world. Felna came running after us as Chad stood and called out “Bro!!!” 
 
    Ahh...Bro... Why? Don’t call me that when I saw yours die. 
 
    I buried my face into Lain’s shoulder as she reassured me; I needed this, I needed her. I know I sound like an addict but even in the depths of my soul, I was sure that without her, there was no me anymore. Just how much of ourselves had merged through our blood contract? 
 
    She kissed me until I didn’t feel anything but her, then she helped me up with a sad smile. “If you need me, then… You’ll never suffer alone anymore, you know?” 
 
    “Yeah, I know.” I wanted to drag her off into the forest and prove my love but we all needed our mana to leave and we couldn’t rest here for another day. 
 
    For all I knew, we’d be ambushed by the surviving kingdom soldiers at any moment. So we had to make do with tight embraces and long kisses. Feeling her soft tongue rubbing against mine and tasting her drove me to the point of madness but we had to live. So unfortunately, we parted. 
 
    Felna still lingered around us, waving her hands and asking us if we were okay as Chad just smiled at us. 
 
    Lain raised my arm into the air. “We’re okay!” 
 
    “B-but why did you—” Felna started. 
 
    “Adult stuff.” Lain said, cutting her off. 
 
    Truth be told they were only a year apart in age but somehow Lain seemed to be...more mature? 
 
    Des smiled at me as I finished her bolts and she handed me the weapons she cleaned so I could inspect them.  
 
    “You really are my student!” I said as I looked over her perfect work. She’d even filed off the burs and sharpened everything which was supposed to be my job. 
 
    “Of course,” she said, “your lessons saved me. I’ll never forget what you taught me.” 
 
    But is her life better than it could’ve been… No! I can’t think like that. You know what, I’ll start trusting Andritia. Though I never received her blessing, she gave me Lain and let me save Des. Besides, for all I know, Des could’ve just ended up… No, I won’t think that way either. It’s better for me to be thankful that we’re all alive and together. 
 
    To clear my mind, I took out my artificer tools and started in on Chad’s sword. I added Hardening, Haste, Minor Stamina Enhancement and Minor Mana Regen. 
 
    I enchanted one of my stump bucklers with the same and gave them both to him. The cost was only two cores and a few beast crystals. 
 
    I did the same with my stump buckler and updated both my orichalcum sword and my beads. 
 
    “Dude,” Chad said after he finished examining the equipment I gave him. “Are you sure it’s okay to give me something like this?”  
 
    “Well, without your armor you’ll have to have some sort of advantage. Thanks to Des we finished earlier than expected, so maybe we could spar for a little while.” 
 
    “Oh man, fuck yeah! I mean, I’d be honored.” 
 
    Just like how Cirice and Merli were going through stances and practicing, Chad and I joined them. Then, Lain and Des tried to train with Felna but she was stuck between the sun and the moon. Des focused on ambushes, scouting and stealth while Lain was the sort who’d walk right into a room full of enemies and unleash hell. 
 
    Rather than focusing on them though, with my curse limiting my skills and draining my magic, Chad and I were almost evenly matched in some areas. He had amazing physical defence and could perform about ten counters a day but he was shit at parrying. So that’s where I focused his training. 
 
    I taught him to only counter the large attacks and to parry the small ones. 
 
    “Do you have any magic?” I asked him as we were wrapping up. “Physical Reinforcement F and Physical Hardening C.” 
 
    “Can I see your status?” 
 
    “Uh, sure.” 
 
    He had roughly half my stats except for mana and mana regen. “Nice, I can see why you were able to become a royal guard.” 
 
    “Thanks,” He said, looking a little bashful. “How does it compare to my brother?” 
 
    “Dunno, never saw his status but I can tell that you’re at least his equal.” 
 
    Who knew haremites were this competitive? 
 
    We sat down to rest and I handed him a cup of water as we watched the others finish up after us. 
 
    Merli and Cirice grabbed each other’s forearms and shared a sweaty hug as Felna… 
 
    Lain was busy healing Felna after she apparently injured her trying to show her the sure-you-can. All I knew about Felna’s abilities were from our limited time on the hunt and the fact she trained under Oblex. How is she this weak? It’s not like Oblex to halfass anything. That man was a prideful perfectionist. Maybe she just left before he was done. 
 
    I sat down by her and handed her some water as well. 
 
    “I know I’m weak. Look…” She showed me her status. She’d probably been watching me and Chad and anticipated my request. 
 
    Lain looked at it over our shoulder and whistled. “Pfew! Girl you got more mana than me! Oh, but you got bad regen.” 
 
    Felna looked downtrodden until I chimed in. “You’re just like Oblex,” I said. “He has a massive mana pool but not much regen. So don’t sweat it. Instead, let’s talk about your spells and affinities. You’re basically a one element person, fire. But maybe we can awaken the rest.” 
 
    “B-but my fire magic is D. I don’t even have a god’s blessing so how could I—” 
 
    “I’ll show you, but don’t hate me afterwards.” 
 
    “I-I could never hate you, even if you killed me where I—” 
 
    “Save the sweet words for later. This won’t be pleasant.” 
 
    I had no clue how to get the four’s blessings but Salamanzer, yeah, I knew how to get that one. 
 
    “You need to mess up the flare spell. Just chant the first part, then clutch your hand to your chest.” 
 
    “But wouldn’t that—” 
 
    “Yes, it will burn you with your own spell and the damage will be doubled due to feedback. It’ll hurt like hell and I can't guarantee the results. But Lain’s here, so you’ll live.” 
 
    She gathered her composure and backed away from us as she began to chant, her large blue eyes locked onto mine. I didn’t know where she got the resolve but she purposely fumbled her spell while directing it at herself. But she poured more mana into it than I ever did and the result was spectacular. 
 
    Her whole body became a walking inferno spell that even melted the stones under her; however she didn’t cry out, instead she seemed to come alive in the flames. She casually examined her hand as her fingernails turned black. 
 
    “Lain! Heal her!” 
 
    Lain healed here, while shielding her eyes. 
 
    “This feels...right!” Felna finally said with a monsterous smile. “This is how I should be.” 
 
    The fire stopped burning her as her hair became flame itself. “It’s so beautiful! Shtulls? Am I beautiful?” 
 
    I get it now, she was probably on the verge of being mana-touched and I drove her over the edge. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said as I approached her. “You’re the best.” 
 
    Lain tried to stop me but she was already overburdened with healing Felna. I had the second best magic defense on our team so, no, this was still extremely painful. 
 
    “Don’t, Shtulls!” Lain called out behind me. But I just held my hand up to stop her. 
 
    I was the one who told Felna about the immolation spell but in her case it’s probably the S version. She was drunk on her own power, so it fell to me as her teacher to stop it. 
 
    I stored my armor and clothes to save them from burning off as I felt that old familiar feeling. Immolation was pain but it only lasted as long as your endorphins allowed. Then, you had to face the aftermath. I wouldn’t let Felna face that pain alone. 
 
    “Cirice!” Felna yelled. “Do you see me now? Look at me!” 
 
    “Stop it, Felna!” Cirice screamed, but Felna was lost in her own power. 
 
    The tips of my fingers burnt off as I reached for her but I couldn’t stop moving forward so I began to run. My sight left me as my eyes were scorched away and my lungs burnt.  
 
    I tackled Felna’s tiny form and held onto her for dear life as Lain screamed behind me but I was probably on the verge of death at that point, so I couldn’t hear her words well. 
 
    “Shtulls!? SHTULLS!!!” Felna screamed as the burning stopped. “SHTULLS!!! NOOO!!!” 
 
    I activated unbind before I lost consciousness and when my sight returned, I towered over everyone. 
 
    “DEMON! RUN!!!” Chad screamed as he yanked Cirice into the forest. Merli followed them. 
 
    Felna didn’t run, instead she clung to my ankle, her clothes burned away as her tiny body shook with grief.  
 
    I picked her up and carefully wiped her tears away with my claw. “I’m fine,” I said in a booming, demonic voice. “You didn’t kill me, and we’re both okay.” 
 
    She looked up at me, her face a mess of snot and tears and she blubbered out words that no one could understand. 
 
    “Did you gain, Salamanzer’s blessings?” I asked, my voice causing the birds to scatter from the trees. 
 
    “Ahbla tinku I dith! I’b sho… Pleb forgib—” 
 
    I sighed as I sat her down, but she just ran back to me, clutching my ankle again. So I picked her up and sat down. “Relax, we still live and you gained what you needed to, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Shalamansher’s blessing esh… I’m so shorry! I-I—” She’d apparently bit her tongue at some point but how did she know that this was me? 
 
    I basically carried her like a mother until she calmed down enough to realize we were both okay. 
 
    “I was so scared,” she said, gripping my thumb as if it was a long lost lover. “I thought I killed you! I thought—” 
 
    “Shh, it’s all okay now. No more of that.” 
 
    Merli had coaxed Chad and Cirice from the forest and Des was busy trying her best to explain things as Lain punched my calf causing me to wince. 
 
    I picked her up as well and she tried her best to kiss me. “You ass, I told you not to suffer alone!” 
 
    “I wasn’t, Lain, this was a team effort!” 
 
    “See,” Des said. “That’s Shtulls!” 
 
    I now knew the two I’d be taking on my back. Lain and—wasn’t it daytime? 
 
    “You shall never be controlled!” My mother’s voice echoed again and my heart fell as Lain broke away from me. 
 
    But this time was different. We’d already experience this once so Lain simply froze. Everyone but Merli froze. She’d already casted Stasis on herself. 
 
    A wail from the darkness spun around us and I knew I’d messed up. I’d felt this presence before. It was the ill will of the adventurer’s from that first night when we’d arrived. It was the eyes in the dark that watched us. It was the feeling that permeated the kingdom’s camp. 
 
    It was another candidate. 
 
    I scanned my surroundings as an otherworldly voice shrieked and soon we saw our enemy. 
 
    It had massive plumed wings of bellowing darkness that burned like flame. It’s head had the mouth of a dragon and its body was like a many tailed snake. 
 
    It was something I’d never seen before. It wasn’t a demon, but its demonic essence spilled from it so much that even I could feel it. Was it a corrupted guardian or some great creature from legends unheard? 
 
    It looked down on us as if we were worms and its great malice touched our very souls. 
 
    It roared towards the sky and I knew immediately that it was nothing like Raziel; it wasn’t controlling us. It was hatred incarnate and simply being near it caused me to gnash my teeth as I fought my urges to kill everyone and everything around me. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 60: Maleficarum - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    A chill went down my spine and I lost control in a different way. The curse had never affected me in this form before but now it was desperately fighting to keep me under its control. 
 
    It was spending all the mana it’d been draining from me. My curse was definitely conscious of what it was doing as it spurred me on. I raised my four wings and with a boom, I rocketed towards the hateful dragon. 
 
    Its massive mouth opened with a grimace as its magic spilled from its lips like black magma.  
 
    I knew something horrible was coming, something that would end us all but to my and its infinite surprise a miniature sun appeared between us causing me to hurdle away. 
 
    I’d forgotten in my shock but shaking in my hand like a caught bird was Felna and with her mana and her S ranked blessing from the true god of fire… This was something I’d never seen before. 
 
    I turned away as my fur caught fire and the wind itself seemed to boil us. I held Felna to my chest and protected her with all four arms as I caught my bearings. 
 
    I desperately looked for Lain and the rest, and was happy to see a massive Ice shell surrounded by a barrier spell. 
 
    Lain and I were a team, so I knew she could pick up on whatever I felt but Merli surprised me. She’s never stopped fighting, so her experience and intuition are probably even better than mine. 
 
    The hate dragon wailed in pain as it flew higher, it’s body singed and melted in places. It seemed to be weary of us now. 
 
    “Felna,” I said. “Are you okay?” 
 
    I got no response as I landed near where Lain and the others were. Felna was done, her mana spent and her body damaged. 
 
    To think that just yesterday, I hated this person… I was wrong about her, extremely wrong. 
 
    Lain dissolved her Ice shell as she felt my presence and I rushed Felna into her care. I knew that the hate dragon would only be weary for so long, so I kept things brief. 
 
    Lain’s mana was half gone because she was constantly healing Felna during her immolation. The rest were fine thanks to Lain and Merli. 
 
    Merli took on her candidate form and Paz and Des nodded to each other. We couldn’t plan, life doesn’t forgive hesitation. All we could do was throw ourselves at the thing and hope for the best. 
 
    That was all— 
 
    It wailed again, as if sensing our weakness. 
 
    “We don’t have much time!” I yelled, “Merli!” 
 
    She cast haste on us and we were off. I flew straight as Merli moved to flank it and Des and Paz vanished into the darkness. 
 
    I knew this was exactly what Merli didn’t want to do but her eyes showed the resolution of a woman protecting her family. It was a sentiment we shared and it gave me strength. 
 
    The dragon restarted its earlier spell but we were already close to it now and it hesitated, fearing another spell like the last one. 
 
    Merli struck first, hitting it with stasis as her wind claws glanced off it’s white scales leaving a slight mark. That was the moment that I chose to strike. This being that was so much larger than us was scared. It had no way to know if that spell came from me or Merli so it directed its attack at her. 
 
    I slipped behind its neck and grabbed its horns as it unleashed its devastating spell. Using all my strength, I was able to pull its head towards the heavens as Merli dodged. 
 
    The clouds parted as its spell pierced the sky. 
 
    If that’d hit the ground, then this entire place would’ve been vaporized and everyone I cared about would’ve been erased. 
 
    I inhaled deeply, feeding directly on its essence; becoming drunk on its fury as I ripped its horns off and bit deep into its massive neck tearing its scales aside until its hot blood hit my throat causing me to gag. 
 
    It shook in powerful motions, as it wailed, trying to throw me off. But I’d already latched onto it with all four arms in a place it couldn’t reach. I drank deep, taking its blood and its essence into myself. My mind was filled with rage and I lost myself in this creature’s essence but my link with Lain and my curse brought my mind back from insanity. 
 
    I closed my jaws, sinking my fangs in deep until the hard muscle became impenetrable bone. 
 
    Its tails pelted me with massive blows as it spun in the air. My bones caved and I lost all sensation below my wings but I still held on with all four of my arms as I ate it. 
 
    It stopped for a second, trying to arch its head back to bite me. And not missing that moment, Merli, Paz and Des joined forces for a massive wind blade that hit the base of one of its wings. We spiraled down together hitting with breakneck force as the ground exploded around us from our massive impact. 
 
    Lain appeared unaffected by all the flying shrapnel as her eyes glowed with a cool blue color. 
 
    I’d almost never seen Lain enraged, let alone attacking physically but she didn’t have the mana to waste and she obviously wasn’t thinking straight. Maybe it was the creature’s essence or maybe it was my pain that she felt through our link. But whatever it was, she became a being that defied all logic as she caved in the dragon’s jaw, breaking her mace in the process. 
 
    She switched weapons as the dragon helplessly flailed. Each one of her strikes hit harder than our fall and each one broke something. Lain didn’t dodge a single strike from it’s tails or any of its spells. She was solely dedicated to annihilating the thing before her and only my concern seemed to snap her out of her hatred. 
 
    “Perfect Heal!” She screamed, spitting blood from her own injuries. 
 
    Then I felt my legs again and slipped below the creature’s neck as Merli, Des and Paz kept its attention. 
 
    “Die!!!” I screamed before sinking my fangs into the soft spot on its throat. It tried to wail but its air only spilled into my mouth as I ripped through its throat. 
 
    Its blood burned me but I gulped it down greedily and adapted as I went. My demonic form was a physical one, so if I managed to latch on, I would win eventually by stealing my enemies strength. 
 
    This creature, whatever it was. I knew it was intelligent and I felt its desperation as it flopped around on the ground unable to take flight; unable to scream anymore. 
 
    It’s jaw was crushed and half its head was caved in by Lain as I severed its arteries and drank its blood. The pure hate that once emanated from it waned down to nothing and in its place was...gratitude. 
 
    I was sure in that moment that this creature must have been something beautiful before. Something revered and loved but time and who knows what else had made it into the twisted monstrosity it was. 
 
    I stopped chewing for a moment as its blood bathed me. “Rest now, you ancient being. I'll take your suffering and your hate. I’ll take it all so you can pass on. Please forgive us for what we did and may you rest in peace.” 
 
    The dragon’s demonic essence changed in nature as its hot breath spilled from the hole I’d made. It was denied even its final wails as it accepted its fate. 
 
    “I forgive you…” It projected as its eyes lost their light and it stopped breathing. “Take my essence and...avenge…” 
 
    Then all was silent except for my chewing. Before now, I didn’t know I could cry in this form. 
 
    The sky returned to daytime and I both devoured and dismembered this once beautiful thing with a mix of guilt and obligation. 
 
    It wanted me to avenge it but I had no idea who had done this to it and honestly I wasn’t trying to face the other candidates. 
 
    I took its scales and placed them into my storage. Lain helped for a while but she was hurt and out of mana. I didn’t want to stay here another night but I was worried about her. 
 
    I did my best to hurry up and Merli joined me, eating and ripping right along with me. 
 
    “Aren’t you scared of evolving again?” 
 
    She shook her head, still in her unbound form. “I only want to be with you now. Besides, I am no longer a candidate. I’m only your breeding partner now. I serve you and you alone, so shouldn’t your servant become more powerful so we can have stronger offspring?” 
 
    She spoke as a warrior but I only heard her true words. What she actually said was: ‘Let me help you. They aren’t after me anymore and I want our kids to be stronger! Please don’t take everything on by yourself.’ 
 
    The corrupted dragon was several times our size, so it took us the rest of the day to store its scales and eat its meat. 
 
    I could only regret that it didn’t give me its name as we found its core. I tried to eat it but it was too hard for my fangs so I put it into my storage. My artificer job as well as my experience told me that this core was on the mythical scale. 
 
    Even though I’d devoured Legion, this mana-rich meat was too much for me and Merli. But at the same time, I’d feel extremely guilty for wasting even a single morsel of this creature after it pleaded to me for vengeance. I didn’t want it to rot in the forest. I wanted it to live on through us, so I stored everything I couldn’t— 
 
    “AH!! What is this!!?” My whole body began to glow. “L-Lain! What is—” 
 
    I felt a massive wave of euphoria wash over me, then, I felt nothing at all. 
 
    How many times a day do I need to— 
 
    I regained my consciousness suddenly. I knew I was still in my unbound form but I no longer towered over everyone else. Now I was only twice as tall as Lain and a little shorter than Merli in her unbound form. 
 
    My extra limbs and extra eyes had vanished. Then when I felt my face with my hands, I knew I was far more human than before. 
 
    I flexed my hands, noting their porcelain skin as if I was carved from marble. “What?” I asked, surprised by my own melodical voice. Black feathers fell around me and I looked up to see a dark red halo, dripping with a bloody substance. 
 
    Did I just evolve!? DID I JUST FU— 
 
    Merli embraced me, standing two heads taller. “Congratulations, Shtulls!” 
 
    “Ow...OW~! Shtulls! Shtu...” 
 
    I released Merli, fearful of my newfound strength. “What am I?” I looked down at myself, and fell silent. I’d seen this thing before, in the hidden dungeon in the demonic capital. 
 
    “Fallen Seraphim,” Merli said, barely above a whisper. 
 
    That meant I was a six winged devil that represented dark fires, blood and apathy. I’d transcended my empiric form and taken on one of corrupted divinity. Everything felt strange; overwhelming, as I struggled to walk. 
 
    “Beautiful…” Felna said, craning her neck to look at me. 
 
    “To think that something as magnificent as you could ever exist…” Cirice said, bowing. Chad followed with tears in his eyes. 
 
    “Merli.” I said as my voice brought her to her knees. I stopped speaking then and there because I didn’t want to hurt anyone else. 
 
    I flew away until I was certain I wouldn’t hurt anyone else with my voice. I examined my wings. Two were the pure white wings of angels, two were the black wings of devils and two were the webbed wings of dragons. 
 
    I’d evolved beyond my former versions and became a thing that transcended the station of a demonic emperor. Now I was something rare, something that both the kingdom and the empire would unite to destroy. 
 
    It’s possible I could no longer use my unbound form to traverse the demonic empire… Just what the hell happened to me!? 
 
    “Shtulls!” Lain called out as Des leaned against her. “Shtulls, come down to us!” 
 
    I landed right by her and Des fainted. I went to catch her but Lain beat me to it, her eyes glowing again for different reasons than before. 
 
    “Am I really so attractive in this—” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter!” Lain yelled, causing me to pull away but she grabbed my hand and tackled me. “So what, your body matches your mind. None of that matters! You are mine and I will always be yours! Shtulls...kiss?” 
 
    I leaned down and kissed Lain until my euphoria wore off, replaced with a much stronger emotion. Des stirred in her arms, then passed out once more after seeing me again. 
 
    “Whelp, Des definitely can’t ride with me now. Lain?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    Then, who else? 
 
    Cirice was like Des, every time she looked at me she lost her footing. Chad was fine, or so I thought until I pushed him over. He’d passed out while standing, but was that because of my new form or just because of everything?  
 
    Lain and Felna rode with me after Lain dressed her with her winter wear. Chad was tied to Paz with Des and Cirice was held tightly by Merli. 
 
    There were calls in the distance as flare spells were launched to indicate that they’d found monsters. Those weren’t for us, but soon, they would be. So we left. 
 
    I was no longer a beast, so carrying two people on my back felt strange. I was still larger than Lain but only twice as tall. I’d reached the point of compression and much like the Hate Dragon, I now constantly released an aura when unbound. I didn’t know what it was, but from the reactions of the people around me, I knew it was something like awe and beauty. 
 
    Even Chad had popped a tent as he looked at me, which made me want to cancel things immediately but he wouldn’t be the one riding me. Lain and Felna would. 
 
    From the air, we saw the parties and guards carefully sifting through the forest. If we’d remained any longer, we would’ve had more blood on our hands. 
 
    Lives were extremely precious but the ones nearest to me meant more. I’d seen so many die now that— 
 
    Lain stopped my thoughts by hugging herself close to me. “Shtulls…” 
 
    “I know,” I said with a voice so beautiful it caused me to pause. “Lain, I love you.” 
 
    I felt her whole body turn to putty on my back. Charm didn’t even measure up to what my normal voice did now. But that had nothing to do with how Lain felt. She was already immune to effects like that. Still, she loved me on a level that— 
 
    “Mm, Shtulls? Shtulls!?” Felna said, shivering as she came to while we sped through the air. “What, AH!!” 
 
    Lain pulled the hapless princess into her lap and covered her with a blanket as we flew. 
 
    “What is this!? What happened with the—” 
 
    Lain explained everything as we flew. 
 
    “So you were Shtulls, thank goodness!” I couldn’t ignore the feeling of Felna’s loins on my back as she slowly ground herself against me. “How do you feel?” Felna asked, rubbing herself. 
 
    “Uh—” 
 
    “OH! Tell me! Please keep speaking!” 
 
    “Um, I feel—” 
 
    “YES!! Oh! Tell me I’m a dirty princess!” 
 
    “...You’re a dirty peice of shit whor—” 
 
    “Ahh! Ungh!!” She caught her breath, her legs gripping me tightly as I looked for a safe place to drop her. “Shtulls! ...I...you feel so good!” 
 
    I began to circle a good spot of land but Lain yanked my ear causing me to veer back on track.  
 
    She lay over Felna to keep her on my back as the two of them began to speak about things that I was sure I wasn’t meant to hear. 
 
    Yeah, Felna would’ve been my fiance if I was a piece of shit. I glanced over at Merli and was reminded that, yes, I was in fact a cheating bastard... 
 
    “What do you plan to do with us?” Felna said, trying to stretch her legs around me. 
 
    “Drop you all off at the next border town, but there’s no way I can land anywhere near a settlement now.” 
 
    “Hubby?” Lain said in a smooth voice. “She’s so cute! Can we keep her?” 
 
    I flapped my wings to maintain my position at the head of the pack. “She’s not a pet! I can’t just pet her and—” 
 
    “You can pet me!” Felna said in a way that melted my resolve. 
 
    “I promise I’ll feed her and—” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    “Do you still hate me?” Felna asked, hugging herself close to me. 
 
    “There’s no way I’d hate you! Your spell saved us all but at the same time, you represent everything that’s wrong with the Kingdom. You—” 
 
    “I told you why I treated you like… I’m sorry Shtulls! I need you, so—” 
 
    Lain laid atop her and held her tiny hand in her own. 
 
    There were no words between the two but I felt their awkwardness melt away as Lain kissed her. 
 
    “What about…” Cirice… I stopped as I felt Lain’s lust. If she drained me, then we’d have to land but I wondered if this was what she felt all those times Des and I slipped away together or during our stretching every morning. 
 
    Rather than guess, I flew towards Merli. Merli and Cirice were too busy talking to notice us at first but when Cirice’s eyes met mine she passed out. 
 
    I didn’t understand my new form at all, but I felt guilty about it. 
 
    “It’s okay, M-Mistress…” Felna said with a slight stutter as Lain spread her legs from behind. 
 
    Lain was suffering from mana exhaustion which drove her labido into overdrive but she knew we couldn’t stop yet, so she latched onto Felna. 
 
    “Shtulls…?” Lain said in a pleading tone. “Will you watch me as she—” 
 
    “Both of you chill out. We don’t have the time or the mana yet. Besides, Felna, don’t you love—” 
 
    Felna hicc’d, burying her face in my back as Lain and I both froze. 
 
    “Hey,” Lain said as she reached up, under Felna’s borrowed clothing. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want—” 
 
    “I want to... That’s the problem… I was told one thing and Chad gave me his all but I loved Cirice. I loved her so damn much… Shtulls…please forgive me… I gave my virginity to another ma—” 
 
    “No worries.” I said as I tried my best to fly us steadily. I didn’t wait to hear the rest. I’d be infinitely happier if she just went with them. 
 
    “I love you, Shtulls. I love you so much it hurts. You don’t have to Ah! Lain… Use your fingers more. Lain! Wrong hole...ah… Ahn! Both… I’m so happy!” 
 
    I wanted nothing more than to ignore what was happening on my back but as Lain did what she does, a soft wet sensation ran between my wings. 
 
    Lain felt my hidden emotions, and acted on them even when I didn’t want her to. 
 
    “AH!! OH GOD!!! SHTULLS!! AH! YESH!!!” 
 
    The dainty princess was still on all fours as Lain forced more fingers into her birth canal. 
 
    “She’s like me!” Lain said as Felna rocked her hips, her bladder spilling its contents  down my back. “She stretches!” 
 
    No, I thought. She’s just in some endorphin induced euphoria. There’s no way the fifth princess can take a fist. 
 
    Paz flew near us and even though the action was hidden by an oversized coat, Felna’s moans rang out loud and clear as Lain vigorously moved her arms in and out. 
 
    Chad smiled behind Des and held his fist out until we were close enough that I bumped it. 
 
    “Dude, yeah!” 
 
    “Yeah, what!?” 
 
    “Like, you know, yeah!” 
 
    I raised my eyebrow as I looked back at a scene I never imagined. I won’t describe what was happening but I will say that I felt Felna’s stomach swelling rhythmically as Lain’s entire forearm vanished and reappeared repeatedly. 
 
    I flew closer to Chad. “Are you seeing this?” 
 
    “Man! Your voice… Dude, you have to watch it. But yeah, Felna has—” 
 
    “AH!!!” Felna screamed as Lain punched her depths. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow, and Chad nodded. “Dude, she’s the daughter of the hero before Oblex. The only time she reacts is when Cirice attacks her cli—” 
 
    “Watch me! Shtulls, Cirice! I’m...I’m…AHN! I’m, Don’t stop! Lain… Please don’t—AH!” 
 
    Everyone converged on us and Felna was left to cum alone as Lain removed her fist, licking it as she stared toward me. 
 
    Des was the first one to try to awaken Felna while Cirice and Chad made goo goo eyes at each other and I began to put four and twenty-seven together. Felna never once complained about pain when she described her three-way relationship with Chad. 
 
    “Does she have—” I started. 
 
    “Even with her small body, she’s a quarter-giant.” Cirice said, looking away from me. “Her father was an outworlder who chose giant as his secondary race. So...She’s. Just treat her well, Chad can’t even—” 
 
    “Babe, no! He…” Chad started, but his eyes betrayed him. “She’s a damn fine woman but, I don’t think I ever took her virginity.” 
 
    “What!? Didn’t you—” 
 
    Lain held her bloody hand up. “Shtulls? Did I do something bad?” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 61: Two Truths - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    I realized that my aura and my form, along with Lain’s drained mana and ravenous labido had spurred these events on and affected everyone around us. 
 
    “Heal her!” I yelled, causing everyone but Lain, Paz and Merli to pass out. 
 
    Now that Lain had replenished some of her mana, she was a little calmer but also panicked. She used greater heal and I could feel her draining me. 
 
    “Is she alright?” I asked. 
 
    “Y-yeah, I only used my, arms? I didn’t use my mouth or my… Good, she’s breathing calmly again.” 
 
    I laughed bitterly as I considered everything. Her father was going to turn her out to all these fat nobles for the kingdom’s sake, not knowing that Felna’s quarter of giant blood was in her reproductive organs. 
 
    I guess that makes sense, or else there would be no giant-demis. I’d met a few and most of them were normal sized people. Of course that's mainly because giant was a rare race, so who knows how diluted their blood was. 
 
    Recalling my lonelier days BFL, they were one of the races I sought out for partners. Them, the stretchier ones like gnomes and succubi, lizard-kin/dragonewt-demis and the older ones. 
 
    Still Felna was a tiny woman, so it’s hard to believe that she took Lain’s fist of fury. 
 
    I kinda wish I watched now. But, after we find a good spot to rest, I’ll take on my normal form and I’ll get Felna’s actual thoughts. She came from my voice alone, so I know that her mind was clouded. 
 
    Why give the guy who’s schlong is too big, Charm; why give me a form that makes everyone around me go into heat when I can’t even… 
 
    I’m a joke, my entire existence has been a joke since day one. Even my name is weird. 
 
    But I’ve cobbled together a bridge of broken bodies, friend and foe alike, to get over my obstacles. All I did was hurt, kill or watch the people around me die. 
 
    I never really changed from that kid near the capital that fought in the pits at night and the dungeons during the day. I still remember that lonely feeling as a lay starving and broken outside the city walls all those nights. 
 
    Then, there was Lain, then everyone else. But do I really deserve happiness? 
 
    I’ve killed too many, good and bad; during war it’s about sides but when you see the fear in your enemy’s eyes or when they call out a name… 
 
    Apathy? This form was supposed to inspire apathy but it seems to inspire lust in others and depression in me. 
 
    I need to return to normal before I— 
 
    “It’s okay,” Lain said as she wrapped her arms around my waist. “Just like you told me, we’re okay. We’re alive and we have the rest of our lives together.” 
 
    Right, the link… This link has saved me so many times now. 
 
    “I’m worried, Lain.” I said after a moment. “The place that can cure my curse will probably sever our link as well. It cancels everything magical, absolutely everything!” 
 
    “Then we’ll just do it again afterwards!” She flexed her bicep and grrr’d. “We’re strong, you know!” 
 
    God I love this woman! 
 
    We flew quietly for a while until the others woke up again. 
 
    “D-dude...no…” Chad said as he awkwardly adjusted his pants. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I said watch your voice, but…” Chad glanced at me then just as quickly looked away. “When can we land?” 
 
    I really, really didn’t want an answer to this mystery. “As soon as everyone’s awake and we find a safe spot.” 
 
    Chad sighed and eyed Des’ ass. “I’ll just say it was looking at that… Yeah, sorry man, I looked at—” 
 
    A holy javelin whizzed by his head and now he held the back of his pants. 
 
    “Sorry bucko, I was practicing and I must’ve missed.” Lain said with a murderous smile. “Hehe, silly me!” 
 
    “M-missed!?” Chad asked, braving a glance at Lain. 
 
    “Did I stutter?” 
 
    Paz sniffed the air as his fur and feathers bristled. “We’re landing, NOW, or I drop this hooman in the nearest body of water!” 
 
    Looking down at the landscape, I traced a stream to a clearing by the mountains. It was running water so It wouldn’t freeze and it would be perfect for, uh, cleanup. 
 
    We landed and I took one last look at my new form. It was dignified and fierce yet remarkably beautiful. It spoke of untold sadness and promised ruin on anyone that saw it’s alabaster skin. Every detail of it looked like a work of art chiseled from the finest marble, an artist’s magnum… 
 
    I noticed Lain drooling at me and realized that all of this was probably coming from our link. 
 
    Lain laid Felna down by Paz and quickly drug me off behind a boulder. 
 
    “Stulls, I can’t wait anymore!” 
 
    “We can’t go all the way, not even in this form.” 
 
    “I don’t care! We’ll just do it like we used to. I need you! I need to feel you!” 
 
    I was immediately ready the second she raised her robes and showed me paradise but I was twice her size like this and everything stayed in proportion. 
 
    I picked her up and used her robes to tie her hands behind her back, leaving her panting and nude, her nipples erect and her skin prickling in the cold and she breathed out hot breaths. 
 
    I grabbed hold of each of her legs and pulled her down on my member, making a makeshift wooden horse for her to grind against. 
 
    She shook in delight as I began to move her in long slow motions along my length, letting her juices lubricate me. 
 
    This would probably be torture to anyone but a succubus and even then, Lain was probably the only one sturdy enough to take it with a smile on her face. 
 
    She really was absolutely perfect for me. I watched as her muscles glistened in the golden waning light from the sun. She’d allowed me full control of her body as her powerful thighs squeezed around my shaft and her perky breasts shook as leaned back, moaning. 
 
    I felt her pleasure as if it were mine and as soon as she came, I painted the bolder behind her white. It didn’t matter which one of us finished first, we always finished together. 
 
    Still, seeing her writhing helplessly on my shaft as her legs shook and she gripped me tighter. And seeing her bright blue eyes staring into mine pleadingly as she cried out...I’ll savor this moment forever, like all the other ones. I’m certain that even without the link, she and I are a hundred percent compatible. 
 
    She freed herself from her robe as she slid down my still twitching shaft and wrapped her arms around me. We stayed like that for a while, just enjoying the feeling of our warm bodies together in the cold. 
 
    “Lain, I—” 
 
    “Me too, smooches?” 
 
    She stood on her tiptoes on my still hard self and we shared a strange yet heartwarming kiss. 
 
    I sighed contentedly as I noticed a small person in furs watching us, a glistening puddle under her as she eeped and ducked back behind the boulder. 
 
    Right, we need to have the talk again. 
 
    I retook my normal form and wrapped Lain in our comforter. She was satisfied and therefore was in her usual trance of wanting to be spoiled. I loved this version of her as much as the energetic one, though both were adorable to me. 
 
    “Kiss…?” Lain puckered up her lips and closed her eyes until I obliged her. 
 
    Yes, this is the Lain that must be protected! This creature is mine and mine alone and it must feed on my smooches and cuddles for sustenance. 
 
    I took a moment to get dressed and had Lain give me the parts to her destroyed Holy Flail and her damaged armor. I’m not a blacksmith, surprisingly, but I’ll do what I can with it later. 
 
    Des was building a fire as Cirice and Merli went out hunting and securing the perimeter. I guessed that Chad and Paz had both gone to the river to clean up, though in this cold that couldn’t be a pleasant experience. 
 
    Felna just sat hunched in front of the fire that wasn’t there yet, pretending to warm her hands. 
 
    Did she know that she was… Let’s not get bogged down with her reproductive details. That’s a habit from my BFL days. I have no obligation to take care of Felna, and even if she was cute and Lain and Des did seem attached to her, I don’t really think she matches up with us. I just couldn’t picture her comfortably camping out in a dungeon or happily looking forward to fighting a boss. 
 
    Hell, regular camping was probably hard for her. And none of the people in our group are coddled! 
 
    “Smooch?” I kissed Lain as I sat down, making certain she was comfortable. 
 
    We’re all hardened veterans here in one way or another, so there no way I could carry someone— 
 
    Lain shivered and I picked her up, moving toward where the fire would be. Felna noticed and started the chant for a fireball, letting it hover in the air as Lain nuzzled against me with a happy grin. 
 
    Yep, no one gets special treatment here, we all— 
 
    Lain’s stomach growled and I took out a kebab, feeding it to her slowly. “Chew carefully,” I said as I kissed her forehead. 
 
    “Felna, we need to talk abo—” I started, but Des fell and I rushed to catch her. But with Lain in my arms, I… 
 
    Felna jumped, landing under Des. “Bwegh!” She let out as Des’ posterior landed on her back. 
 
    I picked the two of them up and sighed heavily as I sat between them. We finished gathering and drying wood, then I began to cook while still holding the Lain creature. 
 
    The others returned after a time and we all sat together and ate happily. This place was far enough away from everything else that not many monsters tread here. Merli and Cirice did kill one bear but after a very brief debate, we decided to add its meat to Paz’s reserve and give the furs to Cirice for trading later. 
 
    Paz deserved some sort of reward after what Chad had done to him. 
 
    Chad on the other hand was shivering so bad, that I gave him a pair of my pants and Des lent him her comforter. 
 
    “Are you sure this is okay?” He asked, looking at us both. 
 
    “Yeah,” Des said, adjusting her glasses. “I’ll share one with Mas—Shtulls.” 
 
    “Man, these pants are really baggy in places, how do you move in these?” 
 
    I sighed and stirred the pot, ignoring his question. Today’s stew was a cabbage and pork stew made with a hearty helping of potatoes, carrots, ginger and garlic. It was meant to energize us through this cold. 
 
    I gently fed the Lain creature as Des scooted close to me for warmth and I borrowed Lain’s comforter to cover us. Merli glanced at us, until I moved Des to my lap and made space for her. 
 
    Cirice cuddled up next to Chad but Felna stayed by the fire, glancing back at us. 
 
    Then we all ate in silence as Paz enjoyed a leg of bear. 
 
    Eventually Felna sighed and walked over to Paz, her eyes moist. 
 
    Paz looked at her for a moment. “You’re not getting any, this is mine!” 
 
    “N-no, I was just wondering if I could lay against you…” 
 
    Paz nodded softly. “Only if you pet me afterwards.” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    “Then you may.” 
 
    “Is she always this cute?” Cirice asked, staring at the Lain creature. 
 
    I smiled as I responded, “Only when she’s extremely happy.” 
 
    “Must be nice, huh?” She said as she teasingly elbowed Chad. 
 
    Felna, hicc’d behind us. 
 
    “Y-yeah, I’ll do that to you later, baby.” Chad said, sipping his stew. 
 
    “Of course…” Cirice said as she leaned into him and Felna continued to weep behind us. 
 
    There’s no way they don’t know what they’re doing to her! Or are they really so far up each other’s asses that they can’t see her anymore? Hell, I’m so devoted to Lain that we almost share a mind and I still see what Felna is going through. I still care about Des and Merli and even Paz. They’re doing this on purpose. 
 
    It would be best if I could get them alone and talk about things one-on-one but I don’t have time for that. So let’s air everything and be done with it. 
 
    “Why are you two doing this to her?” I asked, my statement hanging in the air like a bad fart. 
 
    Des choked on her stew and I gently patted her back as the two of them made big eyes at me. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Cirice said, with the tone of a practiced orator. 
 
    “You know full well what I mean. Look at her!” 
 
    Chad seemed to crumble slightly as he tried to go to Felna but Cirice stopped him. 
 
    “We want to have a family.” Cirice said evenly. “We both love Felna but not in the way she loves me. She relies on me too much,” Cirice said, her eyes wet. “When we were kids, before all the ‘training’ started, I thought she was adorable. The way she treated me like an equal and how she fawned on me saved me many times...so many times. So I promised myself that I’d save her. But when I met Chad, I fell in love for the first time.” 
 
    Chad’s lip quivered as he held Cirice close. “It’s okay babe, keep going.” 
 
    “I told him everything about us and even though he was set for life as a royal guard, he promised to give it all up to help us escape. Even after he learned...he learned about what they were making me do every night.” 
 
    Felna sniffled and walked over to Cirice on wobbly legs until she embraced her from behind. “I’m so sorry Cirice, I knew but there was nothing that—” 
 
    “You were as helpless as me,” Cirice continued. “And it was only a matter of time until we were both used in the same way but I’d held out hope.” Cirice glared at me, wiping her eyes. “I hoped that a hero would save you! But, that man never—” 
 
    “He was married!” Des said, pointing ominously at Cirice with her spoon. “Shtulls had honor. He was never going to—” 
 
    “Had?” Cirice latched on to Des’ words, her eyes showing their true nature. 
 
    Des looked at Merli then back at me. 
 
    “It’s okay, Des.” I said as I put my arm around Merli. “I cheated on my wife. I was a fool who misunderstood everything, but I don't regret it. Merli, do you hate me now that you know that I violated an agreement to lie with you?” 
 
    “If I hadn’t met you again, then yes but now,” she said as she rubbed the back of my hand. “You’ve made it right.” 
 
    I kissed her, being careful of her horns. 
 
    “So...you cheated anyway.” Cirice said, disregarding everything. “That’s why we had to do what we did.” 
 
    “W...wait…” Felna said to Cirice, still sobbing. “You didn’t need to convince me like you did. You never had to use your lips or share your love. Why do that? Why, if you never wanted me to love you?” 
 
    “Because you did love me. It was obvious, and I wanted you to be happy! That’s all I ever wanted until...I knew we couldn’t be happy together.” Cirice looked up at Felna and kissed her hand. “I only want Chad and Chad isn’t satisfied with you. You’re like a sister, not a lover and we both thought it would be too cruel to drag you along with us.” 
 
    “Wick would’ve handled this better. He was… Sorry…” I apologized, kissing Lain again so my curse wouldn’t leak anymore of my thoughts. 
 
    Chad’s face was painful to look at as he faced his reality head-on. “Felna, you’re cute as fuck! The most adorable woman I’ve ever seen and I love seeing that smile of yours but I can’t get you pregnant, and more importantly, I can’t look away from Cirice. I...I think I love her, like actually love, man. Like the shit you only read about. ‘Course I care about you too, but It isn’t the same. Then, we saw the way you looked at Hugh, Shtulls as we know now. Girl, I ain’t the guy for you and Cirice wants to settle down. I’m sorry, chicka, but we need to go our own ways.” 
 
    He didn’t shy away or mince words, he told it like an idiot, but he said what he wanted to. 
 
    I suddenly had a revelation. Felna was just like me. It’s strange to bond through oversized reproductive organs but that’s how it was. Felna would face a life of loneliness, only finding compatible partners in seedy brothels, long after their willpower had faded and their minds were corrupted. She’d probably try to settle down with her own version of Helena and then; they’d leave her after they heard her story. 
 
    I didn’t want her because of how she acted. Even though I knew she acted that way to discourage me, an older man, from taking advantage of her. But she didn’t have to be that way with Des! Des’s ego was always made of thin glass and Felna had never missed a chance to shatter it and insult the beautiful being that was my mate. 
 
    Now these two were trying their best to toss their burden onto me. But...Felna has shown her resolve two times now. She’s shown me her strength, she even dove onto the ground so Des wouldn’t hurt herself. I think I’m done with all of them. I don’t need to be involved here. My arms and my heart are full already. Felna can fu— 
 
    Lain emerged from her cocoon, her robes hanging limply as she picked Felna up and carried her back towards us. 
 
    “W-what are you—” Felna started. 
 
    “Shh,” Lain said, holding her finger to Felna’s beautiful lips. “You’re a lost kitten, so I want to take you in. Shtulls?” 
 
    “Uugh!...” 
 
    “Shtulls!” Lain said, her eyes stern as she ran her fingers through Felna’s long blonde hair. 
 
    “Lain used to be a jealous person especially after we helped Des, so why is she so determined to add… Dammit!” 
 
    “Because,” Lain said, smiling at me. “You’ve never neglected me, even with so many other beautiful people around. And she needs us; look at her!” 
 
    Felna fit Lain’s description. She was like a tiny helpless animal but she shined the brightest against the hatred dragon. Whatever that spell was, it’d saved us and she used it, knowing full well that it would drain all her mana. She trusted us that much. 
 
    I looked down at Des, still angry at the things Felna had said to her. 
 
    “Felnastasia,” I said, “you insulted a woman that I love. Even if you were trying to drive me away as some gross old man who—” 
 
    “I was jealous! I never felt a love like the two of you had. Des wasn’t beautiful but the way you cared so much for her made me feel the differences between us even more. I was like, ‘she doesn’t have long hair or large breasts but he still dotes on her’. I couldn’t take it, given what happened to me the night before.” 
 
    ‘Des wasn’t beautiful’, stuck in my mind as my temper flared. Why should Des have to hear that again? She’d overcome so much yet this little— 
 
    “I know now just how cute Des is.” Felna said as Lain placed her in my arms. “She’s a pure soul, and even with all my lessons about rhetoric and grace, she’s probably the most feminine person I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    What!? 
 
    “She’s always mindful of you, she walks behind you exactly two paces back unless you ask her to scout. It’s so obvious that the two of you are together that whenever you exchange glances, it’s the same as if you were bending her over in front of us. I don’t have that, no one has ever felt that way about me, so I wanted to knock her down a peg for flaunting it in front of me. If I didn’t do that, then I would’ve just cried into Cirice’s arms and become more of a burden.” 
 
    The reason they kept goading us on without helping was apparently Chad’s fault. He believed in me too much and wanted to learn from watching me. Even after they’d burned through all their mana and stamina. 
 
    Cirice was just trying to back Felna for the most part but she’d also been harassed more than not and Chad, the poor, glorious bastard was just along for the ride. 
 
    “It was fun Felna, having you watch us as we made love or even putting it in you, even though I never felt much.” Chad said, smiling as he looked at her in my arms. “I’m man enough to know when to let go. And you both look really happy right now.” 
 
    I looked down at Felna, curled up in my arms. She didn’t have shoes yet, so her little toes were curled up, just like her hands. She had a similar body-type to Des but she was shorter and her hair was long and perfect. Her eyes were large and her lips were a soft red. 
 
    I realized immediately that half of what I was feeling came from Lain. But I’d be a fool not to see how cute Felna was or how beautiful she could be. The makeup I saw her in when I first met her in the kitchens made her look older, and the way she moved like a scared fawn caused me to avoid her even more. But now, as blasphemous as it is, she matches the Lain creature in cuteness.  
 
    “L-Lain!” I eked out as a painful shiver ran down my spine and I kissed Felna. It wasn’t a peck, or even a normal kiss like you’d have when meeting your lover, it was the most sloppy and invasive thing that you could imagine. 
 
    My tongue forced its way through her perfect lips and parted her porcelain teeth seeking hers. 
 
    “I’m watching, Shtulls, fight on!” Lain said unhelpfully. “You got this! Yay! Yay! Go Shtulls! Yay! Yay! Come on Des and Merli! Yay! Yay!” 
 
    To my shock and arousal, Des chanted with Lain, followed in a much more subdued way by Merli. 
 
    My tongue played with Felna’s as she moaned into my mouth. She became putty in my hands as I held her behind her neck and raised her up, onto my lap. 
 
    Chad whistled and Circe followed his lead as Felna pressed her chest into mine, giving herself to me. This all feels forced but the second a woman yields to your embrace, losing herself…it all changes. Just like before, as I held her in my bestial form, she trusted me completely with her body. 
 
    Even though we were only kissing, it felt the like I was slowly lowering her panties, watching that last bit of cloth in the middle pull away so I could finally see her sex. Love hadn’t arrived, but lust spread its wings and bared itself for all to see. 
 
    As I finally managed to pull away from Felna, Lain leaned in and whispered in my ear. “With her mana-pool, we can have children, even if we never visit that place.” 
 
    My eyes bulged as I understood everything. Felna, might well be the end of our journey. With her, we might not ever have to sever our link. Her manapool was just like mine before the curse so of course we could… No, that’s wrong. Taking a person in just so we could use them was wrong. 
 
    There’s no denying now that I’m attracted to this tiny vixen in my arms but I didn’t want to use her, or anyone else. 
 
    “But she’s so cute!” Lain said, running her fingers through Felna’s thick silky hair. “Shtuuuls… I want her!” 
 
    I want her too, I can feel the warmth and wetness of her sex through our clothes and the way she looks at me is so damned pure, that the idea of deflowering her almost breaks my heart but, am I worthy? Is this really the best option for her? She’ll always love Cir— 
 
    Felna struggled to kiss me, and the tent in my pants grew only for her. I wanted her, I craved to feel her insides clutched tightly around me as her tiny body convulsed in rapture as I entered her. 
 
    It’s a man’s shame to turn down a free meal but nothing in life is ever truly free. 
 
    I fought Lain and I’s urges and sat Felna beside Des on my lap. 
 
    To my surprise, Felna latched onto Des and moved her hand skillfully under the comforter. Felna was definitely into ladies, but she was also extremely into me. 
 
    I looked around and noticed that everyone was getting a little too excited. 
 
    This is just like that safe room in the Draconic Emperor’s Dungeon! 
 
    “Felna, show me your status!” 
 
    She lowered her oversized coat and revealed herself as she spoke. “You want to see?” 
 
    “Yes, dammit.” 
 
    She lowered the coat more and it wasn’t her status she was showing me. She and Des were almost the same size but Felna had small puffy areolas and inverted nipples. 
 
    “Not that, your status. You too Des.” 
 
    “Mine too?” Des said, turning red. “In front of everyone?”  
 
    Can they not hear me anymore? 
 
    Across from us, Cirice mounted Chad and soft moans filled the air. 
 
    “Des!” I said as I gently touched her glasses. “Please.” 
 
    Her mouth shut as she clenched her jaw. “Yes, Master!” 
 
      
 
    Affliction: Charmed (Greater) Non-targeted 
 
      
 
    So I was right. “Des, what does it say?” 
 
    “It’s...blurry… I can’t make it—” 
 
    “Charmed!?” Lain said behind me. “Well, that makes sense.” 
 
    “You can read it?” 
 
    “Yep, Adritia’s blessing!” She said with a smile as Felna dove below the blankets and Des began to moan. 
 
    “Merli, are you alright?” 
 
    “I am as normal. But I will say that I would like to try breeding with your earlier form. I’ve never seen… Ehmm, I’m fine.” 
 
    And thankfully Paz is a demonic beast not a humanoid so he should be fine like last time. 
 
    “But, why can I see it? Oh, right.” Because I inflicted it. 
 
    I looked down woefully, just moments before, I was swept away by Felna. But I’m not going to take advantage of a charmed person’s emotions. That love they feel for me came from their love for someone else. I’m not scum. 
 
    That temporary moment of peace came from the fact that they’d all came on the way here. But it was only a matter of time until it flared up again. 
 
    “Looks like we’re on a four person watch until the rest of them regain their minds.” 
 
    “M-Master! Ah, she’s…” 
 
    I removed Des’ glasses and kissed her. “It’s okay Des, enjoy yourself.” 
 
    “I’ll take third watch, since I rested already when I ev—” 
 
    “No you didn’t!” Lain said, giving me a grumpy face. “You flew us here. You rest first, Merli, do you want first watch?” 
 
    “Mhm, I can do it.” 
 
    “Paz, second?” 
 
    Paz yawned as he gnawed on his bear bone. “Sure, I was just getting sleepy.” 
 
    “Then, I’ll take third.” Lain finished. “That way you don’t have to split your sleep.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Na-uh,” Lain said, still pouting. “Don’t make me use my comforter!” 
 
    “No, I really think—AH!” 
 
    Because she’s always so sweet and gentle with me, I forget that her strength stat is huge. She undressed me and wrapped me in her comforter as if I was a fussy baby and she was my mother. 
 
    “I… Okay then.” 
 
    “Smooches?” She said before kissing me repeatedly. 
 
    The hell, I’m the one in the blanket now but it’s the same thing, isn’t it? 
 
    She carried me over to Paz and we lay against him as the others let their lust run wild. She held me in her arms, and even though it was cold outside, I was warm and safe in her embrace. I fell into a blissful slumber. 
 
    The next time I awoke, Merli also lay beside me as my furry companion was scouring the forests for prey. 
 
    “Aren’t you cold?” I asked Merli as I rolled over to face her in her skimpy organic armor. 
 
    “Are you curious?” She asked in a playful tone. “Feel for yourself.” 
 
    She scooted closer to me and rested my head on her breast. I was still wrapped up and held by Lain so my arms were under the blanket. She was warm, warmer even than the fire we all slept by. 
 
    “I’m in full control of my body heat.” She said as she ran her fingers through my hair. She rubbed down her abdomen and smiled softly at me. “It’s okay, I don’t think our contract will activate tonight. When you yelled earlier, I… Just rest.” 
 
    Flanked by the two of them, I was actually sweating but I was still very comfortable. The heat that surrounded me came for them, so I tried to oblige their requests. 
 
    Sometimes, when I sleep, my mind stays awake and I begin to reason through things. Just like before, it happened again and by the time Lain woke me, I’d come up with an answer. 
 
    During my watch, I modified one of my beads, changing it from HP Regen to Drain: Charm. My aura and my voice in my other form were untargeted, that meant that if I forced them to target something, then I could lessen the effect. Maybe even keep it from— 
 
    I dropped my tools as the air stopped moving and the birds stopped chirping. Something was near. I had no clue what it was, but this supernatural stillness chilled me to the bone. 
 
    My breath hung still in the air slowly dissolving into the morning light as I focused all my senses on finding whatever was here. That big looming threat that seemed to freeze time itself. 
 
    Luckily, whatever it was seemed to pass by us. But I knew our time here was done. 
 
    I didn’t think it was a candidate because I felt no malice from it. It was more like a natural disaster. Feeling that cold, still sensation around me felt like being in the eye of a tornado. For the first time in a while I felt helpless to fight whatever it was. 
 
    I quietly woke everyone up and handed Lain my beads. We walked until we were out of view, being careful of every twig we stepped on or rustle in the trees.   
 
    I took on my unbound form and wore my artifact. I had Magic Creation but this was unknown territory. I’d tried to use magic creation with runes and the result was okay. I could feel the mana surging through my necklace as it drained my charm aura but that was it. When the storage was full, it was done. 
 
    I sat down, still unbound and began to modify my artifact once more using runes that I already knew. Convert charm to HP Regen, that was my goal. I could also have chosen stamina but this seemed more useful. 
 
    The results: I began to glow with a soft green color and my charm aura became a healing one. 
 
    That would be shit for fighting. Just imagine that whenever you got close to your foe, they got healed. 
 
    “Well, it’s better than charm.” I said as I patted Lain on the head. Being this much bigger than her made her seem even more adorable so I couldn’t resist it. 
 
    When we returned back, Des and Felna were acting shy. They seemed to get along but there was an awkward atmosphere that hung above them. 
 
    My decision not to go any farther with Felna last night was definitely the right one. Now that Charm was no longer in effect, calm minds prevailed and everyone looked a little bashful. 
 
    But the one good thing that came from their altered states was that they finally aired everything. Hopefully now that they know where they stand with each other, they can move on. 
 
    We packed everything up in a hurry and before that cold sensation hit us again, we were off. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 62: Regrets and Liberation - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    This time no one was charmed by my aura though they all still looked at me with lusty eyes and nervous glances. 
 
    But our flight this time was quiet and without interruption. It gave me a chance to look at my status in my unbound form. 
 
      
 
    ______________________________ 
 
    Race: Fallen Seraphim (Mutation) 
 
    Job: Pariah 
 
    Class: Unique 
 
    Strength: 777 +100 (Training Bonus) 
 
    Defense: 777 +100 (Training Bonus) 
 
    Agility: 777 +100 (Flee Bonus) 
 
    Intelligence: 2,072 
 
    Mana: 8308 Current Regen +166/sec 
 
    Charisma: 9,777 
 
      
 
    Skills —————————————— 
 
    Swordsmanship: S 
 
    Shield Handling: S 
 
    Hand to Hand: S 
 
    Parry: S 
 
    Throwing: B 
 
    Mana Manipulation: S  
 
    Mana Regeneration: SS 
 
    Spellcrafting: F 
 
    Magic Creation: D 
 
    Weaving: F 
 
    Sewing: F 
 
    Flee: A 
 
    Hide: A (Invalidated by charisma score) 
 
    Begging: C 
 
    Self Pleasuring: S 
 
    Leadership: SS 
 
    Limit Breaker: S (This skill allows a person to unleash the full potential of their muscles, often leading to self mutilation and death.) 
 
      
 
    Abilities—————————————— 
 
    Possession: D- (Consumed for evolution.) 
 
    Summon Swarm: A (Consumed for evolution.) 
 
    Armored Shell: S (Upgraded to Stone Skin.) 
 
    Stone Skin: S (Inherent) 
 
    Charm: SS (Inherent Aura) 
 
    Awestrike: Your appearance instills deep emotions into anyone that looks at you.  
 
      
 
    Spells—————————————— 
 
    Immolation: F 
 
    Reflect Spell "Backlash": S (200% value, Limit 2/day) 
 
    Reflect Physical "Counter": S (150% value, Limit 2/day)  
 
    Neutral (Non-Elemental) Mastery: S 
 
    All dark and Fire spells have been combined to form a new spellpool. Hatred. 
 
    Hatred: S 
 
      
 
    Blessings————————————- 
 
    Blessing of Anima, The Theocrast of Neutrality: S (Boosts all equipment created through normal means.) 
 
    Lesser Blessing of Salamanzer, God of fire: D 
 
    Blessings of Mother, Watcher of Death: S 
 
    *These stats, spells, skills and abilities are only applicable to your unbound form. Your regular status may differ. 
 
      
 
    I focused on Hatred to see a list of spells. 
 
      
 
    Displaying spell list for Hatred: 
 
    Consternation: An all element AOE spell born from a deep resentment. 
 
    Erasure: A beam spell born from a hatred of life. It uses fire, dark and neutral elements. 
 
    Resentment: A PBAOE that causes a DoT effect and knockback. This spell can only be activated when certain conditions are met. 
 
    Seething: A sustained DoT beam. This spell can only be activated when certain conditions are met. 
 
    Sadistic Glee: If a companion dies around you, you receive a permanent buff to all stats. 
 
    Rage: When an enemy targets you or a companion, you receive a physical buff per number targeted x damage inflicted. 
 
    Hatred: The hidden conditions to unlock this spell have not been met. 
 
      
 
    Well, that’s not good. I like that a lot of my sealed abilities have come back in this form but something about this feels wrong. Especially Sadistic Glee and who the hell knows what the spell Hatred is but I doubt it’s anything good. 
 
    But there is no doubt about one thing. My form differs wildly from my visions of being the Demonic Emperor. So the future has definitely changed. I must’ve needed the abilities and spells from the Draconic Emperor Dungeon to reach this form. So that’s how demonic evolution works; if you have the stats and the skills then poof you evolve. I’m sure soul level factors in as well but now I understand a little more. 
 
    If I ever see Rex again, I’ll hug him. 
 
    Lain wrapped her arms around my neck as we took a sharp turn. I love hearing her laughter in my ear. I’m glad she’s enjoying this. 
 
    “AAAAH!” Felna screamed as she slid off my back. 
 
    “Oopsie!” “Shit!” Lain and I said together as I dove down to catch her. 
 
    Luckily we were high up enough that I caught her right before she was lost in the trees. 
 
    We were still flying so there was no risk-free way to put her back onto my back so I held her awkwardly as she shook in my arms. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid,” I said as I held her close. “I won’t let go of you again.” 
 
    She sniffled but said nothing. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked, being careful with my voice. My aura was absorbed by my artifact but it might still have an effect at point blank range. 
 
    “...No…” 
 
    I instinctively kissed her forehead. I don’t know why I thought that was okay but it felt like the thing to do. But after she broke out in tears I regretted my decision. 
 
    “Wha—” I began. 
 
    “Cirice...doesn’t love me… I’m alone… I can’t go home and I can't stay with her…” 
 
    I cradled Felna as Lain held me from behind, wrapping her legs around me between my wings. Lain was supporting whatever I had to say while nuzzling my shoulder silently as if telling me to say something. 
 
    “This might sound a little too personal,” I said as Felna curled up against me. “But you and I have similar problems, physically.” 
 
    She swallowed and nodded her head against my chest, allowing me to continue digging my grave. 
 
    “The path in front of you is a lonely one filled with trysts at brothels and seeking out certain people. But with your current strength and Salamanzer’s blessing, you can easily make a living in a dungeon town.” 
 
    “B-but I don’t know anything about—” 
 
    “I’ll teach you, just like how I taught Des. I owe you at least that much because as Cirice brought up, part of this is my fault.” 
 
    “So...you won’t abandon me?” 
 
    “Not until you can fend for yourself, at least.” 
 
    She hugged herself to my arm and Lain Aww’d into my ear. 
 
    Lain, she’s not a pet. She’s a person. 
 
    “But still, I can’t help but to see Felna as some cute creature that I must protect. Her hair, her large eyes and her now honest expressions have forced me to see who she really is. I don’t want her to experience the same things I did but I don’t feel comfortable with her yet. Maybe after we find out more about each other—Damn…” 
 
    The curse showed that its low-mana efforts were still in effect, even in my new form. 
 
    “Then, you really don’t hate me?” 
 
    “You silly girl,” Lain said, “he’s fighting his urges to take you in. But yeah, he def did hate you not that long ago. You insulted Des, look at her. You’ve heard her story now, so how does it make you feel?” 
 
    Felna curled into a ball in my arms as my chest became wet with her tears. “I’m sorry… I-I just couldn’t accept how loved she... I’m sorry...I’m so sorry...I’m—” 
 
    “Shh,” Lain uttered as she reached down to caress Felna’s head. Felna yielded to Lain's hand and cried into it as her words became a mesh of illegible vowels. 
 
    Lain kissed my cheek and whispered into my ear. “You want her too, yeah?” 
 
    I swallowed hard, remembering everything. It’s true that I was being obstinate with Felna. But I can’t forget the past and I never forgive anyone for hurting the people important to me. Afterall, I didn’t have anyone until Lain, then I had Des, Paz and Merli. To someone who was so utterly alone, these people meant the world to me, and seeing them suffer lit my blood afire! 
 
    Lain sighed, feeling my emotions through our link. “Des is fine, she cares a lot about Felna and the two of them spent all last night ‘making up’. Aren’t you curious? About how good she feels inside? I still remember it, when I pushed my fist inside her... Shtulls, she feels amazing!” 
 
    I swallowed hard, as Lain basically sent her memories to me. At that moment, I wanted nothing more than to lower Felna onto my waiting— NO! Lain is as subtle as a battering ram but I’m a man, I can’t express my desires like she does. I also can’t simply use a person out of convenience. 
 
    Felna was vulnerable now. Rejected by the very people that risked their lives to save her. Even without charm, I knew she was completely dependent on me. Besides, this all needed to be discussed with Des and Merli as well. 
 
    Des and Lain were fine with other women because they had their own preferences but Merli was a demon. Merli had her own views and she was a part of this as well. 
 
    That being said, I began to notice a trend. My wives had a certain distrust of men. Not inherently but learned through their own experiences. Merli and Des had a history with me. Lain was the only mysterious one. Other than showing her former party how reality works, I’d done exactly nothing for her before we became an item. 
 
    Even now, I’m fully aware that she never needed to use the blood pact on me. It’s a strange yet warm feeling to know that she was the aggressor in our relationship. 
 
    “Are you questioning me?” Lain asked, softly whispering in my ear. “Shtulls, you are the man I always imagined. I love everything about you, each and every little thing you say or do makes me proud. Andritia has guided us all together. I believe that from the bottom of my soul. I was at the end of my rope and I know you were too. We were two lost souls that finally found ourselves in each other. Do you regret it?” 
 
    “Never! You are the best thing that’s ever happened to me. The very notion of love fails to even scratch the scrotum of what we are. Lain, your fate was probably to become the next hero and mine—” 
 
    “Don’t say it,” she said, strangling me slightly. 
 
    “No, it needs to be said. I was to become the next Demonic Emperor. But my father and my mother, I’ll call her, had other plans. Lain, My mother is The Crone, Watcher of Death.” 
 
    Lain rested her head on my shoulder. “I know. I knew when you described her. The church of Andritia describes her as a neutral demi-goddess aligned with death and rebirth. But, you call her mommy, huh?” 
 
    I turned my head enough to kiss Lain’s soft cheek. “I no longer have the Crone’s blessing. Now it says mother. Blessings can’t lie after they’re understood. I know her realm is terrifying for most but to me it feels so warm and familiar. What was I before I was born; what am I now? Lain, will you promise to love me, no matter what I become?” 
 
    “Always, Shtulls… I saw a reality where you became the demonic emperor and I killed you as the hero. I lost my mind with grief. And the one that killed me was...me. A world without you only leads to sadness. We’re the same person now, there’s no way I can ever be apart from you again.” 
 
    I cried, not like I meant to but sometimes you can’t help it. And if I was going to cry, then I could imagine no better reason than Lain’s devotion. 
 
    What I didn’t consider was how my new charisma stat along with Awestrike would affect everyone else. 
 
    I quickly wiped my eyes after I realized that everyone else was crying as well. My forearms were bloody with my tears. Why did I have to evolve into this form? I would’ve been happier as a beast. 
 
    Felna stirred in my arms to wipe my tears, her oversized coat fluttering in the wind as she winced. Her long blonde hair whipped around her face causing her to close her eyes but still, she risked falling just to soothe me. 
 
    I was done, I knew how I felt now. I wanted Felna in a way that was far beyond reason. She had my sympathy, my lust and my regrets. All bundled in a tiny package that cared about me. 
 
    Holding her felt great, it was like it was meant to be. Andritia, do you hate me? What do you expect me to do now? I’m not a haramite, I feel crushed under the expectations of the women around me. I lived my entire life alone, never loving another person. Even with Helena, I’m sure she felt it, my indifference. 
 
    All I do is fight. I can’t live freely if there’s this many people that depend on— 
 
    “If you can’t do it,” Lain said into my ear. “Then, we’ll do it together!” 
 
    My reason flew away along with the shits I had to give. If Lain proclaims it, then it shall be so. 
 
    Lain licked my ear, causing me to shudder as I lowered Felna’s borrowed pants. 
 
    “W-What are you!?” Felna said, trying to feign ignorance, her hot wet breath met my chest, then my stomach as I lowered her slowly. 
 
    “You know exactly what I’m doing.” I said as my member pressed against her entrance. 
 
    “B-but we’re… I-I need time to prepare, I…” 
 
    I forced her down as the head of my sex pressed against her’s. 
 
    “I...I won’t be able to accept other—” Felna started. 
 
    “Don’t play games with me. Now is the only time that you can stop me. Just one word, if you want it to end, then tell me to stop.” 
 
    “Wha-what…” 
 
    I forced her down, entering her slowly as Lain whispered erotic words into my ear. 
 
    Felna’s mouth opened in a wordless scream as I entered her. Even if she was partially a giant, I was in my unbound form and my size was doubled in every way. 
 
    She let out a single moan before she came, her loins spasming around my head. She was still way too small to enter in this form but the feeling of me inside her drove her over the edge. 
 
    I held her tightly as she passed out. 
 
    “Keep going!” Lain said, her drool spilling onto my neck. “Just force her down, force her—” 
 
    “No! Don’t you feel any sympathy for her?” I asked Lain as she softly choked me. 
 
    “It’s you who’s wrong! She’ll love it if you force your way inside her. She’s never—” 
 
    “No. I’m sorry Lain, but that’s pushing things too far.” 
 
    We flew until we finally found a good spot to set up camp. Felna opted to sleep with us rather than Cirice and Chad. This pattern repeated daily for almost a month. Felna watched as I recharged Lain, stretched Des and filled Merli. Over and over again, Felna stayed with us, the smell of her sex driving me to new levels of lust. 
 
    Day in, day out, she never gave up. I knew she loved Cirice, but she didn’t seem to care about that anymore. She’d lick everyone clean without a word of complaint as her fingers were the only thing to comfort her. 
 
    My desire for Felna ran rampant, hungering like a beast for the feeling of being inside her. I craved it so much that I began to stutter around her. I knew that all I had to do to feel her was to ask. It was especially bad whenever Des and Felna had time together. I’d try to sleep but hearing them talk and moan together caused me to assault either Lain or Merli. 
 
    I craved Felna in an unhealthy way. I wanted to taste her, to feel her, to see her adorable reactions. But! There was no way I was going to sentence her to a harsh fate. My path was definitely filled with danger and she was powerful enough now to strike out on her own and find her own path without me. 
 
    We finally found a fledgling village on the outskirts of the demonic empire and dropped Chad and Cirice off there. 
 
    “Are you sure you’ll be okay here?” I asked Chad. 
 
    “We saved enough from trading to buy our own little spot of land.” He hugged me. “Bro, this is great! Cirice is pregnant and now we have a place of our own. We owe you everything!” 
 
    “I just repaid my debt for your brother. Honestly, I’m shocked you weren’t a heramite.” 
 
    “Here,” Chad said as he presented the sword I gave him. “Dude, I don’t need it now. It won’t help me plow a field or—” 
 
    “Keep it, I’m cursed, so mithril is useless to me. Besides, just because things are peaceful now, doesn’t mean they’ll remain that way. Never neglect your daily training.” 
 
    Chad and I clasped forearms and nodded to each other. 
 
    Across from us, Merli and Cirice did the same. Cirice really was a good person. She’d accepted Merli even knowing that Merli was a demon and she’d learned a lot from her. 
 
    Even if this village fell, these two would live. But, they’d left a person out of their dreams. An extremely adorable person who cried the entire time we said our goodbyes. 
 
    Felna pressed her ear to Cirice’s belly. “What will you name her?” 
 
    Cirice smiled as she caressed Felna. “If it’s a girl Stacy, after Stasia from Felnastasia. If it’s a boy, then, Fel. Felna, we will alway love you. You’re family to us but—” 
 
    “I know,” Felna said, kissing Cirice goodbye. “I’ll always love you. Your tender embraces and all our time spent in our secret place. I’ll never forget you! You were my first love…” 
 
    Cirice kissed her back. “I know, and I really did love you but—” 
 
    Felna kissed her again to cut off her tearful last words. “I’ve moved on. I know I should hate you but all I feel when I look at you is love and gratitude. Please, just promise me that you’ll be happy.” 
 
    Cirice nodded and after we gathered more supplies, we left. 
 
    Felna didn’t even try to ride on my back anymore. She just fell back against me and trusted me to carry her. My feelings about that were mixed but I wouldn’t bring it up now. 
 
    We’d taken her away from the people that’d given their all to protect her but I’d promised nothing, other than to teach her how to plunge a dungeon. 
 
    Finally, we reached a dungeon town on the border and I agreed to test her. 
 
    “I p-promise you, Shtulls, I won’t let you down.” 
 
    “Right,” I said, fighting my and Lain’s lust. “Show me you’re not just a delicate princess.” 
 
    She’d already proven herself but for some reason I wanted to see her resolve. If for nothing else, than to prove that she was worth it. ...And to buy me some time to make my decision. 
 
    This dungeon was another unpopular one: The Holy Dungeon. 
 
    I’d beaten it before but for demonkin this was like an execution ground. 
 
    So, before we ever entered it, I spent two days enchanting Lain’s Orichalcum Flail with my best version of her former enchantments. Sadly we lacked the cores needed, so what she finished with was a fire and ice version of her previous four element Flail. 
 
    I copied the enchantments perfectly but I didn’t have any wind or earth aligned cores. That meant that we needed to visit the local enchanters. 
 
    “W-welcome...umm, guests?” 
 
    The cute, yet genderless clerk said as they bowed to us. 
 
    “Right, well, we need a Wind and an Earth core.” 
 
    This person was an amateur. That was all I gathered as I was forced to spend more than needed on mediocre cores. 
 
    “Did y-you enchant this yourself?” 
 
    “Yep, I’m a complete amateur at elemental enchantments so I just copied them from her old weapon.” 
 
    “I s-see,” The clerk said, leaning in to look at Lain’s new Flail. “That explains it.”  
 
    I borrowed Lain’s flail and laid it down on the counter. Perhaps I’d been too quick to call this person an amateur. 
 
    “Can you tell what’s wrong with it?” 
 
    “I c-can b-b-but It’ll cost you.” 
 
    Mana touched or a shrewd businessperson? Probably a little of both. 
 
    I took my orichalcum sword out of storage and put it on the counter. “I’ll show you how to do this...but, it’ll cost you.” 
 
    Their stuttering rose to new levels for a while, then we came to a very favorable agreement in my favor. They’d enchant Lain’s flail for me, and even teach me as they did it. They’d use their best cores at no additional cost and I, I’d enchant their meager stock of orichalcum weapons. 
 
    When I told them about the job requirements for Artificer, they shut down a little but they were still happy with the results. 
 
    Basically, the requirements to become an artificer were to be ancient or to be a demonic general who eats someone with the job, I suppose. I didn’t tell them the last part, so they assumed I was some person of legend. 
 
    It all took a little too long, so I had Des and Paz go get us a room at the Inn while I worked. 
 
    “What’s your name? I never asked.” 
 
    “D-Dricstilet… I’m a-a m-mut.” 
 
    “I didn’t ask about your race, but I’m a mut as well. To the point that my race is ‘Unknown’.” 
 
    “But y-you had to h-have lived a long time t-to get y-your job, right?” 
 
    “Many races are long-lived. Have you ever seen eyes like mine before?” 
 
    Dricstilet stared into my eyes before they began to shake. “N-n-no, but I’ve heard ab-about them… S-saraphims but yours are silver, n-not gold. F-f-fallen…? A-ancients? N-nevermind. I-I don’t want to think about it.” 
 
    “You seem to know more than I do. Where do you come from?” 
 
    Dricstilet’s eyes went blank as they ignored my question and returned to enchanting Lain’s Flail. 
 
    I watched them work, trying to gain every morsel of experience I could. If Lain’s Flail ever breaks again, I need to be able to make her a new one. 
 
    We were done shortly before nightfall. I wasn’t sure how things would play out now, having revealed that I could enchant orichalcum but I don’t think Dricstilet is a gossiper. If anything, I’d say that they were petrified of speaking to people, so our time here should be fine. 
 
    This place was called Rebelum, it was a town on the verge of being a city and I’d seen it almost destroyed a few years ago by our fighting. But the holy dungeon was a treasure trove of healing items. Those were popular everywhere, so no matter what happened to this place, it would always thrive. 
 
    We grabbed our dinner from the hocker stalls and made our way to the Inn. Des had gotten us a room with two beds and paid a premium for Paz. Luckily this place had seen many tamers, so they knew to feed Paz meat while he stayed in the stables. 
 
    “Does it bother you to stay in the stables?” I asked Paz. 
 
    He said that it didn’t really matter as long as they gave him good food. He could also occasionally talk to a few beasts and demonic beasts about this and that, so in a way it was relaxing to him. 
 
    We ate, drank some mild spirits and slept for the night after pushing the beds together. Of course I still did my duties but this time, Felna wasn’t touching herself. Then Lain touched her...Lain touched her good. She wasn’t a person who’d allow someone to be left out. I’ll attribute this change to our strengthened link. She knows how much I love her now, so she’s comfortable in her own skin. Or is it that she’s only threatened by boobs? 
 
    Either way, morning came and we all prepared to conquer a new dungeon, well, new to them. 
 
    Our cooked supplies had waned down but thanks to Merli, Des and Paz’s hunting efforts over the last month and a half we had a surplus of meat.  
 
    We bought spices, oil and spirits along with a few unique fruits and vegetables that only grew here. 
 
    Then we readied ourselves to enter, completely prepared for the holy dungeon. ...And waited in line with the rest for several hours. 
 
    “Shtulls?” Lain asked, sweeping me up in her arms. “Do you have to pee again?” 
 
    “No! And—Mmph…” My words were interrupted by her lips on mine. 
 
    “Are you sure? I wanna see it.” 
 
    “Later…” 
 
    Lain didn’t put me down for a while but I didn’t mind it. Then, I carried her for a while, feeding her smooches every now and then. Then I carried Des but her light leather armor showed off more of her than I was comfortable with. So… 
 
    “W-what are you doing hoom—Shtulls!?” Paz said as I picked him up. 
 
    “Just trying to alleviate this boredom, I guess.” 
 
    “...” 
 
    “...” 
 
    “Who’s a good boy?” 
 
    “I’m a good—hey!?” 
 
    I sighed as we trudged along one nanometer at a time until finally, we were in. 
 
    “Wow!” Lain said, spinning around the empty room. “There’s nothing here…” 
 
    I sighed as I spoke. “Yep, popular dungeons are usually like this. Most adventurers earn all they need to from farming the first few floors. It’ll get better when we get farther in.” 
 
    “Well, it is pretty in here.” She said. 
 
    “Don’t let it fool you, it gets scary later.” 
 
    This dungeon was one of the more unique ones. Everywhere was well lit and the walls were made of white marble and filled with glorious stained glass depictions of gods and goddesses. The whole place felt completely safe and transparent but that’s what made it so deadly. 
 
    It was still a dungeon and the people that forgot that, died. 
 
    We basically walked right to the tenth floor before we ever faced even a single foe.  
 
    Then, it was a boss room and we had to wait outside until the last group had finished before we could enter. 
 
    “What are we up against?” Des asked, adjusting her glasses. 
 
    “Archpriest Davenous and his flock of clerics. They all heal each other constantly and Davenous can cast Resurrection, starting the whole thing over again. They use blunt weapons as their main offense and there are so many of them that you can’t just rush Davenous.” 
 
    “So what’s our strategy?” Des said, leaning in. 
 
    “Nothing much. We have Lain and Felna; if they both use AOEs then poof, we’re done. Two, maybe three seconds flat.” 
 
    “That’s it?” Merli asked. 
 
    “Yep, it’s fairly hard without AOEs but with our current party, not a problem.” 
 
    The doors opened and just like I predicted, all of three seconds later it was done. Two Inferno spells and poof all dead. 
 
    We moved on after collecting the drops and the next five floors were a breeze. The first three were mostly picked clean and the last two only had priests. They were a massive pain if they grouped together but other parties had already killed all their minions. 
 
    Finally we came to the first healing stream and the first safe room but it was so overcrowded that all we could do was sip the waters and move on. 
 
    In the next ten floors we were only able to gather enough healing herbs to cover our inn cost for the night. After that though, the difficulty ramped up and we were finally having the real dungeon experience. 
 
    We were in a labyrinth filled with heavily armored greatshield crusaders with clerics backing them up. I put Felna on offense and after bumbling for a while, she was able to pick the right spells on the right occasions. 
 
    The rest of us just sat on our thumbs and played tiddlywinks. It’s amazing how getting Salamanzer’s blessing had lowered her mana consumption for fire spells. It’s crazy to think about how much mana she wasted before on even the simplest spells. 
 
    It hadn’t even been a full day before we arrived at the second safe room. This was definitely the place where Felna could flourish. It was weak to AoEs and her master level fire magic seemed to cut down entire rooms. As long as she didn’t use all her mana up before she reached the next font then she could definitely make a living here for the rest of her life. 
 
    We ate a light lunch of toasted bread and beef bone soup with a fresh salad as we waited for the font to restore Felna’s sizable mana pool. 
 
    Felna sat across from us as she ate quietly, her spoon shaking. She was so happy just a little while ago when she realized how much power Slamanzer’s S class blessing had given her but now she looked ill. Her skin was pale and she was shaking like a leaf. 
 
    “How’s your mana?” I asked after watching her struggle focus on her food. “Mana exhaustion can have some very real consequences, it can even kill you the first few times. You have to build up a tolerance to—” 
 
    Felna struggled to look up at me. “It’s not that…” 
 
    “Ahh…” 
 
    Des sat by Felna and offered her a bit of her spicy sauce and herbs. Felna took a tiny bit and for the next ten minutes, she stirred her soup almost without blinking. 
 
    “So…” I said to break the mood. “Do you know much about your biological father, the hero before Oblex?” 
 
    She nodded, then returned to staring at her soup as if it was singing a sad song. “...” 
 
    “So, I assume he opted to work for the kingdom like Oblex for a while. What was his job, trainer, magic instructor?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “What were his races? I know giant was his subrace but what was his main one? I’d assume it was human given that he—” 
 
    “He had three. Human was the one that was displayed as his main race but Oblex thinks it was probably ‘a unique gnome variant’.” 
 
    I guess if you combined gnome and giant you’d get a huge boost to your mana along with a massive physical boost but you’d be slower than snot at both casting and attacking. 
 
    “Status duping, huh?” 
 
    “...Probably.” 
 
    That would likely be part of the reason he wasn’t around anymore, that, and he definitely offended the king by choosing his wife and not one of his daughters to bed. His giant parts must’ve been his balls. 
 
    There were no records of this hero in the castle and I only remember Oblex mentioning him in passing as ‘that guy’. Oblex really gave no shits about anyone though. To him, none of this was real and everyone here were just ‘NPCs or assholes’. But there’s no way he didn’t see Felna’s huge potential for magic. Maybe he just didn’t have the right spells to teach her and didn’t care enough to research them. 
 
    Then there’s her father and the rest of the royals. With Felna’s stats, she should’ve been held in high regard as a weapon of the Kingdom not used like a cheap—wait! 
 
    “Felna, can I see your status?” 
 
    She winced at my words, then with a quivering lip, she showed me her status. 
 
    Race: Unique 
 
    That’s why! That’s also why they wanted me to marry her specifically and not one of her sisters. Because I was an unclean commoner with a murky race. 
 
    I sighed deeply and sat by her, dragging her into my lap. I took the spoon from her hand and began to feed her myself, slowly. “You need to regain your strength. Besides, if the broth gets cold the grease floats to the surface and, yeah, it’s gross.” 
 
    “B-but—Mmph.” She said as I shoveled a spoonful of broth into her mouth. 
 
    “Shuddup and eat. Or are you trying to waste Des’ and my efforts?” 
 
    She finally broke down and began to cry. I’d seen her like this a lot lately. But I know things couldn’t have been easy for her. We’d all heard her story, from her and Cirice. The kingdom was a harsh place for both the poor and the rich. Then she suddenly thought she’d escaped with the woman she loved and a man she was okay with but they didn’t want her anymore. 
 
    Then she met me and I told her off right before the kingdom tracked her down. Looking back on it, it might’ve had something to do with what we did in Lignum. That was probably a big blow to the King’s honor, to have a noble house under his command wiped off the face of the earth and a Nun murdered in a bad way. It probably raised a lot of questions at court, especially when all their crimes were aired publicly. Questions about the king’s competency and questions about where his youngest daughter had gone. Afterall if he can’t even control his family, then how can he command his kingdom? 
 
    Then, under the influence of the hate dragon, everyone went mad and the events of that night took place. The king is probably on shaky ground now and sometime soon, there might be a rebellion as the nobles attempt to usurp him. But he still has Oblex to threaten them with, so who knows. 
 
    What I do know is that this girl in my arms is innocent. She might’ve been rude but she’s been an angel after I told her off. She’s always helped out even though she has zero life skills and Lain has done unspeakable things to her but she seems okay with it. 
 
    I rested my chin on her head and sighed. “I was planning to leave you here.” 
 
    She jumped at my words as she began to bawl like a baby. “I…” Her words became illegible but Lain smiled at her across from us which caused her hold back. 
 
    “But I’m not going to do that now. I really think you have a lot of potential and you try to pull your weight. I guess what I’m trying to say is: will you join us?” 
 
    ...And, she’s out. She just balled up her little hands and with a weird noise passed out in my lap as all the tension left her body. Well, nothing to do here but one thing. 
 
     I raised her little arms into the air and waived them around. “YAAAAAY!!” 
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    While Felna was sleeping in my lap, I talked it over with everyone just to make sure it was fine. 
 
    Des and Lain were both fond of her. Des even felt a little protective of her. Merli was indifferent but Merli's values were her own. I was seen as the patriarch of our group and in demon culture, that meant that I was supposed to have as many wives as I could support. 
 
    Paz was also indifferent, though he did praise her petting skill. 
 
    It was actually a good shift in our dynamic for two reasons. One, Paz and Des were both a lot weaker than the rest of us, so they fought as one unit. And two, as talented as she was at it, casting wasn’t Lain’s strong suit, she’d just been forced into that role because no one else had destructive spells. 
 
    So now, we’d get to see the true strength of the Holy Knight in action. Lain was loved by the gods but none more than Andritia, meaning that she was always on the verge of becoming a paladin like her father but she lacked experience. Now she could get it! And with that upgrade, her power would double and her turret style would become a tanking marvel when she gained ten or more uses of Counter and Backlash. 
 
    There’s also the fact that her most powerful spell wasn’t inferno, it was her holy javelins. At least on a per target basis. When that evolved into its greater form, with her massive mana… She could probably two-shot bosses. And luckily this was exactly the place to hone those skills as everyone here was either immune or strong against holy. 
 
    That meant that she could use her skills many times against many enemies and gain valuable insight into how they worked. There were also a myriad of useful scrolls and artifacts that could drop here for her. She could also focus on fighting physically and healing. Felna was a godsend for Lain, probably literally. 
 
    But ‘unique gnome variant’ huh? A full-blooded gnome specializes in illusion magic. That was probably why Oblex wasn’t able to advance Felna’s studies much. He was an elemental powerhouse with magic creation and unique spells but even though he applied himself to non-elemental pursuits, he never succeeded. He was probably a bad match for Felna as a teacher. 
 
    Felna had lost all her good equipment after she was captured and I was more focused on saving everyone than I was on finding it, so she didn’t have a wand, rod or staff to help her focus and alleviate her spent mana. 
 
    So, while we still had downtime, I began to make her some equipment. I’d learned quite a bit from watching Dricstilet work earlier, so I knew how to make elemental foci and enhancements. It turns out that when I was copying them earlier, I was just being a wuss. I wasn’t carving them deep enough or completing the correct lines. That’s why Dricstilet identified my work as the work of an amateur. 
 
    I scrolled through my storage, trying to identify which weapon would be best to modify into a staff for Felna. At first I considered an axe, but with her small frame, there’s no way she’d be able to point it at something with any real accuracy. Then I panicked for a while, I could use a dagger but it didn’t have enough space to carve the runes I needed. 
 
    Finally, I found a good middle ground; the sad warscythe from the peasant bandits in the grasslands. It wasn’t that heavy, it had plenty of space for engraving and she could rest it on the ground like a staff as she chanted. Plus we still had plenty of steam golem cores. 
 
    Des saw what I was doing and offered me her mythril dagger but I couldn’t do alchemy so… I could. 
 
    I took out my wailing mask and after carving out a space for the core on the warscythe I used Des’ dagger to coat it and make a bezel for the core. By the time I was done, I’d made…a mediocre staff, yay! Still, better than no staff at all and, it had good durability if nothing else. 
 
    Also, after modifying it with Artificer, it didn’t look like it was going to revert like most things modified with the wailing mask. 
 
    “Shtulls?” Lain asked, leaning over me. “How’s she doing?” 
 
    ‘Still not awake, but hopefully soon’, I tried to answer. “WAAAH! NOOOOO!” Is what came out. 
 
    She recoiled but as I raised my mask and smiled at her she relaxed. “She’s probably okay. I just want to make her one more thing. You look great in your armor by the way.” 
 
    She smiled and did a cute pose. “Why thank you, kind sir! But it’s still destroyed in places. I guess I need new armor, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sorry Lain. We’ll see the blacksmith soon. Then, well go back to Dricstilet and have them—” 
 
    “Her, she’s definitely a girl even though she’s trying to look like a boy.” 
 
    “...Kay. Well, we’ll have them add an—” 
 
    “It has to be done by the church of Andritia. Besides, you spent too much time with her last time…” 
 
    The hell is this jealousy!? “I’m exactly zero percent attracted to Dricstilet. But I do trust them.” 
 
    “Her,” Lain persisted. “She was giving you the eye while—” 
 
    “Lain,” I said, dropping my work and grabbing her shoulders. “You are the center of my world, the person I love more than any other and all I do is for us; so we can settle down together in some far off farmstead and live our lives together as a family. Regardless of Dricstilet’s gender, I’d never cheat on you. Besides, you never got this jealous with the enchantress back in—” 
 
    “Because you didn’t react to her at all. You seemed very interested in Dricstilet…” 
 
    “I was, they’re amazing at what they do but they’re purposefully obscuring who they are and we should respect that. Besides, their work is second to none. I’d like to learn more from them.” 
 
    I pulled Lain down and kissed her until she forgot about her insecurities. I really didn’t understand her priorities. Why was Felna okay but Dricstilet wasn’t? 
 
    After Lain was satisfied, I used another core to make Felna a pendant. I then flanked the main core with two bugbear crystals and enchanted them all with fire absorption. Meaning that the blowback from the flame spells Felna cast would restore her mana slightly. 
 
    Luckily I finished just as this safe room started to see an influx of other parties. We left our fire burning for them and I carried Felna on my back as we moved on to the next area. 
 
    From this point on, we had heavy crusaders paired with arch priests and holy knights. Without Felna, our progress became a slog. 
 
    Sure, Lain could’ve switched roles and took them out with Inferno but that wasn’t why we were here. I wanted Lain to reach her full potential but her reaction speed was poor and with zero ability with the shield, she was a bad tank. Of course that didn’t mean she got hit a lot, she was great at blocking with her Orichalcum Flail and her timing with her counter-attacks showed her experience. 
 
    I was also there to land the killing blows and Des was great at slipping behind them to take out the priests with her claws. 
 
    We made it down another five floors before Felna finally woke up. 
 
    “Wha? S-Shtulls!? Why are you carrying me, did I—” 
 
    “You’re fine,” I said with a smile. “You’re light enough that you can stay on my back if you want to.” 
 
    “I-I… What’s this?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s your new pendant. I also have a staff for you.” 
 
    She hugged me as tightly as she could, then opted to walk for herself as I handed her, her new staff. 
 
    She took the staff in her hands and dried her eyes as she bowed to me. “Thank you Shtulls! Thank you for everything!” 
 
    “We’re not out of the woods yet, lady. From here on, excluding boss battles, you’re resigned to single target spells. Let Lain do her thing and only use AoEs if it looks like we’re in trouble. You have to learn how to control your mana usage.” 
 
    “Yes! Thank you for accepting me! Th-thank you...for…” She began to cry again. “Forgibbing meh! Dank you! Dank—” 
 
    “Shh,” I said before sealing her lips with a kiss. “Thank Des and Lain later. For now, focus on fighting. We’re in a dungeon, so even a moment’s la—shit!” 
 
    I barely deflected a throwing knife before it struck Felna. She watched it as it hit the ground and she dried her tears, changing gears as she realized the situation we were in. 
 
    Her Flare spell tore through the heavily armored crusaders and ignited the holy knights around them. If this spell hit actual humans then right now they’d be shedding their armor to escape it but they were dungeon re-creations so they just kept on attacking emotionlessly. 
 
    Felna never missed an opportunity to cast Flare or Combustion and her versatility and decision making even allowed Merli to join the front line. Merli was an extremely experienced two-handed fighter, so shields never stood a chance against her powerful attacks. 
 
    Lain would get their attention, Felna would set them ablaze and Merli and I would finish them all while Des and Paz took out their healers. It finally felt like we were balanced. 
 
    My and Merli’s stamina was huge and Lain’s defense along with Felna’s masterful manapool and Des and Paz’s criticals… Beauty in motion. We were all doing our parts and as a result no one was tired or overtaxed. We took the next fifteen floors working together like clockwork. 
 
    Before, I would’ve said that we didn’t need Felna but now, I would say that we were only able to shine thanks to her. 
 
    We rested in the thirtieth floor safe room. Thankfully, no one really moved past the twenty fifth floor here because the profit dropped off suddenly as the difficulty rose. So we had this room all to ourselves. 
 
    Felna awkwardly resumed our previous conversation. “Are you really okay with me? Even though I’m like this…” She said, looking down. 
 
    “It should be clear by now. You complete us, you are our caster and—” 
 
    “Not like that,” Felna said, interrupting me. “I-I mean, me, us. Chad told me that I wasn’t—” 
 
    I looked at Lain and she nodded to me as I lowered my pants. “We’re extremely compatible there as well.” 
 
    “B-but you have—” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “And I’m… I don’t think Chad ever—” 
 
    “I did,” Lain said. “Sorry about that, we were all influenced by Shtulls’ new form. Though in my case it was because my mana was low. I’m a succubus-demi, so I hope you’ll forgive me for taking your… Um, I healed you so, maybe I didn’t?” 
 
    “You took something from me!?” Felna said, looking to me for clarification. She obviously didn’t remember her time under my charm aura. 
 
    “She gave it back,” I said, pulling Felna close. I sat down, and lowered her pants. “But this time I’ll take it. I know you’re not really into men. So, I’ll ask you honestly, how do you feel about me?” 
 
    “I loved Cirice,” she said, not shying away from my member as it slowly grew under her. “But we talked through it before we left her and Chad to settle down together. What I loved wasn't her, it was our connection. She introduced me to sex and Chad tried his best but we weren’t compatible.” She took a deep breath as my member sprung up between her legs and pressed against her stomach. “It…wow… It was more of a trust thing. Cirice was probably the only person I believed in. That's why I felt like I did. A-are you going to?” 
 
    I stripped her with zero resistance then laid back. “I’m not going to do anything. So what are you going to do?” 
 
    I felt her begin to shake. Was it fear; was it excitement? We all watched her, seeing how she’d react. 
 
    “W-what if someone comes?” She asked, running her hands down my shaft. 
 
    “Then they’ll have a show.” I said, matter-of-factly. “How does that make you feel? The thought that anyone could see you, on top of me, nude and vulnerable as you shamelessly take me in? What will you do?” 
 
    She stood on shaky legs, and guided me inside her birth canal. This was a long time coming and as I felt her juices run down my shaft as she slowly took me in, I was overwhelmed by the soft sensations of her sex. To me, she was still extremely tight but she was able to take me in, to the hilt. 
 
    Then, she spun around to face me, the outline of my member visible in her stomach. Her eyes had clouded over as she was filled completely for the first time. I grabbed her hips and thrust in, my head pressing hard against her inner gates as she closed her eyes and eeped. 
 
    Blood and a thick clear liquid spilled out from her as I pulled her onto my stomach and slowly began to move my hips. 
 
    “Ah-aaaah! AH! OH!” She let out a series of cute, pained moans and I thrust into her, feeling every fold of her sex as it wrapped around me. 
 
    She was cute, and we were 100% compatible with each other. If I wasn’t such a fool then I could’ve had this experience long ago, rather than… No! That isn’t where my mind should be. 
 
    “You feel so good, Felna. You’re so tight and soft, soon, I’m going to—” 
 
    “Sh-Shtulls!” She said, wrapping her arms around my neck as she tried her best to kiss me. “I feel so full! I’m going to—AAA~AH! YES! Oh! Oh god YES!” 
 
    As her muscles convulsed around me, I came, forcing her down on me until her inner walls gave way and I filled her womb. I could see the outline of Lil’s Shtulls as it jerked inside her so I pressed in thumbs against it as she came, giving us both a unique sensation as I filled her. 
 
    “I-it’s so warm… It feels so warm inside me!?” 
 
    I pulled her down and held her flush against me as our orgasms subsided. She jerked on top of me a few times but I stayed hard and felt her cervix as it spasmed on my head. 
 
    “Felna, you feel amazing inside. I could stay like this for hours.” 
 
    “Mmm!” She moaned as she twitched again. 
 
    I began to move again in slow deliberate motions as Lain straddled my face and Des got out one of her larger ‘wooden friends’. The next few hours were a beautiful blur as I felt Felna come over and over on top of me. Then, it was Des’ turn, then Merli’s. I felt like a cow being milked as I filled them all.  
 
    Then at last, it was Lain’s turn. Lain pulled Felna in for a long kiss then she straddled me. Even though I’d come three times now, feeling Lain’s excitement through our link renewed my vigor as I hungerly awaited the beautiful feeling of being inside her. Nothing else could ever match that feeling. 
 
    Our true connection as people, combined with our shared sensations. Even though I should be spent, I was sure that soon— 
 
    “Woo!” “Wow, are they about to, you know?” 
 
    We ignored the strangers that arrived as Felna and Merli held onto Lain, pouring their mana into her as she slowly lowered herself down on me. I looked into her eyes as she sighed out and then… We both came at the same time. She fell onto me, overwhelming me with the frantic feeling of her convulsing muscles as they milked me. I did everything within my power to force myself deeper into her as my seed filled her endlessly, spilling out onto my waist as I bucked into the air. 
 
    If I lived in a world where I could stay inside Lain, then I’d give up on everything else. This overwhelming feeling of love and connection was all I cared about. Her pleasure was mine and mine was hers’. I was addicted to her, to every little thing about her. 
 
    “Wow! He came, look at that puddle!” 
 
    I didn’t care about onlookers, I only focused on Lain and her thick thighs and shapely breasts as she jerked on top of me, her wet loins milking me for all I’m worth, so hard that there was a slurping noise. 
 
    I reached under her robe and caressed her shapely breasts, so soft and supple that size didn’t matter. These were the breasts that moved me, they were the ones that would feed my babies. 
 
    “Shtulls!” Lain cried out as she collapsed on top of me, kissing me with all her might. “Make me a mommy!” 
 
    Her words stirred me to come again, which made her come again. It was an endless cycle that I never wanted to end but as Felna and Merli collapsed, I woefully had to pull out. 
 
    “Wow, that thing fits into her?” “Damn, thank you guys for the show!” We were pelted with crystals as Lain rolled off me and lay panting beside me. 
 
    “Wave to them,” I said as I covered her face. “They see how sexy you are, even though it’s only a fraction of how I see you.” 
 
    She covered her face with my rags and waved, before hiding her breasts. 
 
    Lain’s torpedoes were the best. She was an innie with slightly puffy areolas and that color difference between her nipples and her body was only for me to see. But I didn’t mind if people watched me breed her. Afterall, it was my seed that spilled from her loins as she rolled off me. 
 
    I would claim Lain any number of times. I craved her more than them, I loved her more than them. In all the world, we only had eyes for each other. 
 
    Des picked up the crystals and we rushed back into the dungeon before anyone said anything that would piss us off. 
 
    The next few floors were harder. Now, we started to see divine beasts and lesser angels mixed in randomly with the rest. There were also traps, dead ends and false fonts. This dungeon had begun to show its true colors. 
 
    “Did you mean it?” Felna asked out of the blue. 
 
    “Mean what?” 
 
    “Y-you know, about how good I felt?” 
 
    I smiled as I parried an attack. “Yes. You feel so damn tight that I can’t help but—” 
 
    “Eugh—” She said before passing out again. 
 
    When she woke up a few floors later she suddenly gripped my neck. “Really!? I felt every inch of you as you slid…” 
 
    “Yes, really. I felt the same… Felna? Felna!? Shit!” 
 
    We made it one floor deeper until she woke up again. “So it wasn’ a dream, you really did...inside me…” 
 
    “Yes, several times. We’re a perfect match there.” 
 
    “So you didn’t hate it?” 
 
    “No,” I said, dodging a holy javelin. “Did you?” 
 
    She clung to my back, breathing heavily into my ear. “You made me feel complete. I still feel the pain between my legs. I-I had so many things to say in my head. Words taught to me for my husband; phrases about how big you are and how good it felt. But it’s all true with you. You made me feel like a woman for the first time in my life.” 
 
    “That’s,” I said, dodging another javelin. “Great and all, but do you think you could help out a little, we’re being overrun right now.” 
 
    Felna let loose an Inferno spell and after a whoosh of heat and flames there was silence. 
 
    Felna kissed my cheek then slid down my back, looking up at me with her large eyes and a radiant smile. “Thank you, for everything.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 64: Desperation - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    This dungeon didn’t have that many bosses on the lower floors except for Davenous. But that was just to get people to think that all its bosses and monsters were defensive. This next boss would be the turning point. The place where this dungeon began to really show its colors. 
 
    I can’t fault its intelligence, I’d played a part in teaching it after all and a lot of the new tactics it’d integrated came from what I told it. Like having farming floors with herbal drops to get people to come regularly and having defensive bosses to ease people in. 
 
    But from here on, these were the floors that it used to protect itself. It was no longer about getting people in, now it was about killing as quickly and efficiently as possible. Only the most powerful and best organized parties would make it from here. 
 
    Lain, Des, Paz and I had taken several dungeons already so we were a perfect team. Merli had taken an extreme S dungeon with us, so she was good. The last variable was Felna. She was strong enough now to stand beside us, but her mind was still adjusting to everything. Just a few years ago, she was a sheltered princess and this is the first dungeon she’s ever been in. 
 
    It held her hand earlier, like we all did but all of that would soon be a sweet memory. On top of that, Lain’s holy arts would be useless from here on out. 
 
    As we rested by the massive golden boss door, I had a decision to make. Do I have faith in Felna’s ability to keep it together or do I have Lain take on the casting role? 
 
    The first time I did this dungeon I could use my magic and Casternation was a spell that used all four elements and took advantage of my mana pool and mana regen to turn the bosses into sludge. I couldn’t do that anymore, now I could only cast low level spells sparingly. 
 
    “Shtulls,” Lain said, cuddling up next to me. “It’ll be okay.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and handed out food and water as we all talked strategy. 
 
    From here on, Merli would be our key member. She’d need to use stasis both to protect us and to stop the bosses massive AoE, Holy Rays and worst of all Devine Word. In my current state, it would kill me and it doesn’t miss. What it does do, is give a random debilitating debuff based on your charisma. My cursed charisma was in the negative, and Des wouldn’t fare much better. 
 
    “So, when it turns its head towards the ceiling and spreads its arms, then I use stasis on it?” Merli asked. 
 
    “Yes, and if you fail, then Des and I are dead but we’ll probably be able to kill it before then. Felna, hold nothing back! Hit it with everything you have, even if you drain your mana. Just yell, and I’ll cycle with you until you can cast again.” 
 
    Merli nodded and Felna’s eyes grew wide as her lip quivered a little. Lain’s chest was heaving with fear, anxiety and excitement. We’d definitely have to settle down somewhere near a dungeon, because she loved stuff like this. I guess I did too but to me dungeons are cathartic places where I can get away from everything and focus on surviving. I guess to people like us, dungeons are like our natural environment. 
 
    “And I can heal us!” Lain said after a while. 
 
    “You probably won’t need to. From here on, if anyone gets hit, they die.” 
 
    Lain let out a long breath then slapped herself with both hands. “I can do it!” 
 
    I kissed her reddened cheek. “Well, if anyone can, then it’s you.” 
 
    “C-can’t we just go back?” Felna said, hugging her staff. “Do we really need to—” 
 
    “Yes,” Lain and I answered together. 
 
    I was after two scrolls here. Divine Word and Goddesses Tears, if we didn't get them from the drops, then I’d get them from the core. There was also a lesser drop The Armour of Saint Misericordia. I say lesser, but if you could actually beat this boss, then you deserved a powerful reward. There was nothing lesser about it. Our paladin actually used that armor all the way up to his death right before I fought the Demonic Emperor. 
 
    We took some time to calm down and I almost regretted telling them about the boss. But they needed to know what they were up against. When we were ready, I took Des aside and simply held her for a while. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    She removed her glasses and nodded slowly before standing on her tip-toes to kiss me.  
 
    We stayed like that for a while as I held her thin body. “Merli and I need to cycle more demonic essence into you. But I’ve grown to love your body as it is.” 
 
    Her back was only a little wider than my hands but Des had always done the best with what she had and even though she was insecure about some things, dungeons weren’t one of them. She’d removed her glasses to show me that.  
 
    “I’ll survive,” she said as she put her glasses back on. “I have so far, right?” 
 
    I held her again and smiled down at her. “You sure have,” I said, kissing her one last time. 
 
    Lain hugged her as well and then it was time to go. Lain shoved open the doors and we were all temporarily blinded by the light in the room as we entered. 
 
    In the middle of the room was a tall circle of pillars and in the ceiling, an artificial sun. The pristine walls had several arches and alcoves with beautiful statues and the floor was carved marble, made of every color. The whole place was made to make you drop your guard and look away from the glowing being that sat huddled in the middle. 
 
    “Felna!” I yelled. 
 
    “Inferno!” 
 
    A whirlwind of flames erupted from the middle of the room as the creature shrieked, it’s shrill cries echoing off the high vaulted ceiling as white wings spread. 
 
    An angel, or as close to one as a dungeon could produce, flew up high into the air, its alabaster wings burning as its golden eyes looked upon us with disdain. 
 
    Des and Pas flew up and began bombarding it with wind blades until it drew its golden sword. 
 
    “Merli!” 
 
    She cast stasis, just as the sword was surrounded with flames. That attack might look like a melee one but it had a massive reach. 
 
    Merli had just saved Des and Paz. I took her hand and cycled with her, feeding her my mana. Even though we weren’t that compatible so she only got some of it. “Good job!” 
 
    She nodded as she squeezed my hand and Des and Paz flew around to take a safer position behind the angel.   
 
    As soon as the stasis spell wore off, the angel’s attack resumed, carving a massive swathe into the painted marble ceiling where Des and Paz were before. 
 
    It shrieked again as Des and Paz resumed their assault on its wings. This time, it didn’t opt for a spell with a windup. It just rocketed towards them, its sword ready to cleave them in half. 
 
    Felna didn’t let us down as her Incinerate spell hit the angel in the back, right between the wings and exploded showering the angel with lingering flames. 
 
    Then Des and Paz’s cooperative attack caught it off guard and knocked it to the ground where Lain was already waiting for it. She drove her flail into its prone body, the shock of the impact shattering the marble beneath and slightly bending her weapon. 
 
    Then, before she could strike it again a massive shockwave erupted from the angel's body, sending Lain spiraling off into the air.  
 
    It stood slowly with blood leaking down its immaculate face. 
 
    “Mer—” 
 
    We were too late, it cast greater heal on itself and was restored, making all our earlier efforts meaningless. One spell and we had to start again but this time it focused on Lain who’d done the most damage to it. 
 
    “Inf—” 
 
    I stopped Felna from wasting her spell as the Angel seemed to vanish using its Light-Step ability. I rushed out but I was too far away from Lain to reach them in time as it appeared behind her. 
 
    It raised its golden sword with a sickening smile before bringing it down with enough force to match what Lain had done earlier. 
 
    Lain blocked it but the strike was hard enough to knock her flail away. She drew her mithril flail and awkwardly rolled to her feet just as the angel struck her again, faster than she could react. 
 
    The blade cut deep into her side and… she screamed… My Lain…screamed… As a blade. A. A…into her, into the woman that I love, piercing her beautiful skin, tearing it as if it were nothing. As if she were nothing! 
 
    I reached it as Lain was knocked off into the distance, her precious blood coating its gaudy blade. 
 
    I lost myself at that moment. Not once before had I ever lost myself in a fight, let alone in a dungeon. But when it came to Lain, things were different. The world blurred as I tossed my shield at the angel to draw its attention. Then I drew Aundre’s sword in my off-hand and as the angel turned to strike me, I used Counter and knocked it back. 
 
    I threw Aundre’s sword and retook my shield as it blocked it, leaving me a tiny window to hit it. 
 
    My orichalcum sword hit it with all the strength I could muster, biting deep into its porcelain skin and cracking it. But with a few sparks to show for my efforts, my blade grazed off, dealing almost no damage to its underlying flesh. 
 
    I swapped to a low stance and sweeped its legs but a pathetic clang was all I got as the angel’s sickening smile returned. 
 
    Then, I was put to the test as its attacks came at me with a merciless speed. I couldn’t counter attack at all. All I could do was desperately evade and parry until a bolt grazed off the back of its head. 
 
    That tiny moment of distraction allowed me to drop my shield and strike again with both hands on my weapon. I aimed for the same place I’d hit before and the tip on my sword broke though its stone skin causing it to open its mouth in a silent scream. 
 
    Then it was my turn to smile, but it opened its hands, dropped its golden sword and looked towards the ceiling. 
 
    Merli’s stasis hit it on time, but Des and I were probably done when the spell wore off. I gathered my weapons and limped off towards where Lain had landed. She was kneeling but alive, she healed herself and— 
 
    She tackled me and forced her tongue into my mouth as she kissed me with tears in her eyes. “I’m fine, so you can—” 
 
    “It doesn’t miss, Lain.” 
 
    “But, you can…” 
 
    I ran my fingers down her side, making sure it was okay. “I love you,” I said, looking into her eyes. “I have loved you since the time we first met, even before the pact. You shined as brightly as the sun and...I’m just sorry I wasn’t able to give you the life I promised.” 
 
    “It’s not about that! Shtulls, all I need is yo—” 
 
    A sickening wail echoed throughout the room, my last sensations were Lain’s tears on my shoulder and her screams before everything went dark and I couldn’t feel anything at all. 
 
    So, this is how I die? This is my… I’m still able to think? So I passed the check with all five of my senses blocked; the second worse outcome. What about Des!? Please let her be okay! 
 
    I don’t know what my body was doing but my mind was filled with Des. All my memories of her overwrote my fears for myself. She at least had more charisma than me, so… Dungeons don't work like that. 
 
    My rage welled up inside me, amplified by this dark senseless world I was in. Then my reasoning snapped and I used it. 
 
    I used Unbind. 
 
    The world came alive again as I regained all my senses but what greeted me was Lain, stained red with her own blood as Paz carried a limp Dez. 
 
    My mind tried to escape to a better place but the full scene came into focus. Lain had been defending me, letting this lowly imitation strike her for my sake. 
 
    She used greater heal on herself and continued to exchange blows with the angel as if they were having a punching contest. 
 
    Merli was holding Felna’s limp body and saving her spells for the right times. 
 
    At that moment, a soft sweet rage bubbled up through my blood, slowly becoming a raging miasma of hate. 
 
    I, hated, this thing and what it did to us. It needed to die… 
 
    I flew up into the air and the angel froze, it’s jubilant expression fading away as it looked upon me. 
 
    “Profane abomination!” It practically spit as it spoke, it’s eyes glowing with golden light. “Disgusting being of avarice and lust, you must be erased.” 
 
    “Hatred,” I said as the angel rushed toward me. 
 
    The world froze as my vision turned red. Then everything blurred and I was holding the angel’s severed arm as it struck the air where I was before with its stub. 
 
    It wailed in confusion as it turned to face me and to its horror, I bit into its severed limb and tossed it away. 
 
    It began to cast Perfect Heal, until it realized that it didn’t have a jaw anymore. It gurgled as it reached up to its once perfect face with it’s second stump. 
 
    Then, it fell, blood gushing from its back where its wings once were but I felt no pity for this pathetic thing. This pale imitation… All I felt was jubilation, a seething happiness that filled my heart with joy as I ripped the angel apart. Eventually, even its gurgling cries were blotted out by the sound of my own heart beating with excitement. 
 
    ‘You shall never be controlled!’ That memory returned, my mother’s sweet voice in my head as I lay my head on her lap. 
 
    I backed away as my vision cleared and watched the angel’s last moments as it bled out and died. 
 
    Then, its body turned into a glowing golden orb. A legendary drop, one that even I had no clue about. 
 
    “Lain…” I beckoned to her. “Take it.” 
 
    I didn’t wait to see what she got. Instead I rushed to Des’s side and held her in my arms as blood dripped down on her. I must’ve been more injured than I thought but that doesn’t matter. All that matters is… 
 
    Dead… I clenched my teeth so tightly that my jaw popped. I wanted to scream. I wanted to wake up from this nightmare, to— A pulse! She’s not dead, or she’s not dead anymore? 
 
    I looked up, noticing that the room had changed. A massive fissure formed as if forcefully ripping through reality and inside it, I saw a being that was incomprehensible. It opened its arms and Des gasped. Across the room, I heard Felna coughing. 
 
    But then I saw Lain. 
 
    She had collapsed where she once stood. The glowing orb, gone. I ran to her as the fissure closed and held her, as I listened to her labored breaths. 
 
    Feeling the passive pull of Lain’s draining effect brought me to my knees but still I held onto her. Whatever spell that was had driven her far beyond mana fatigue and right to death’s door. 
 
    I called out to Merli and Paz and we all gave her our mana, though Merli and Paz passed out soon after. We spent three days there, taking shifts to give her mana, though I never let go of her. 
 
    Then on the fourth, she opened her eyes but one had become cloudy, replacing the vibrant blue that I loved with a milky white coating. Still, she smiled up at me and pulled herself up to kiss me. 
 
    “Des!” Lain yelled as she held her arms out to her. “It worked! And Felna too!” 
 
    “What was that?” Merli asked, still keeping her distance from Lain. “That...that spell?” 
 
    “The Goddess’ Mercy. It heals the people you love. It can even bring back the dead but you have to give it something in return. Thankfully, Andritia is as amazing as always, so all she took was an eye.” 
 
    Felna was the first one to cry, then Des, then blood leaked down on Lain and I knew it was my tears. I hadn’t returned to my normal form yet, hell, I hadn’t moved from this very spot. But now I knew, those were my tears. I reverted to my normal form and held them all for a while. 
 
    I kissed Lain’s eye and swore to myself that she’d never have to use that spell again. This was all my fault. If I’d used unbind at the start, then this would’ve been just another boss fight. But my stubbornness led us to a disastrous end. 
 
    Still, I can tell that the core had a hand in this. It purposefully gave Lain that reward either out of curiosity or because it remembered me. Either way, from here on out, I’m not pulling any punches. 
 
    We took the rest of the day to rest, eat and appreciate that we were all still alive. Though now both Lain and Des were permanently scarred. But it was something they seemed to bond over. Lain had always had a poor self image even though she was strikingly beautiful and Des was similar. They finally aired their insecurities and even Felna joined in. 
 
    “They seem to be having fun.” Merli said as she sat by me. 
 
    “What, you don’t have any insecurities?” 
 
    “I can change my form at will but there was one guy who made me feel insecure, once.” 
 
    I pulled her closer and put my arm around her waist. “That guy must’ve been an idiot.” 
 
    She laughed. “He sure is, but he’s making it up to me now.” She said as she rested her head on my shoulder. 
 
    Our crests began to glow as we slipped off to the far corner of the room. I playfully pulled her hair and invaded her mouth with my tongue enjoying the hot sensation of her demonic skin on mine as her massive breasts pressed against my chest. 
 
    “I was definitely an idiot not to hold on to you with everything I had. The emperor, the king; I should've killed them both so we could live in peace. Armies would wage wars for your beauty and many men would die just to feel the touch of your skin.” 
 
    She began breathing heavily as I turned her around and bent her over. “But you’re mine and I’ll use you however I want. Make me come, Merli. Yield yourself to me and I’ll reward you with my seed!” 
 
    She pressed her ass against my waist and I lowered my pants. The hot wet feeling of her juices coated me as I thrust between her thighs a few times, letting her feel what would soon be inside her. I pulled back and feeling her lips part; I was overwhelmed with her heat. 
 
    I worked my way in slowly as she pushed back against me, forcing me deeper until I was completely buried inside her. I reached around and felt the pleasant sensation of my hands vanishing into her breasts as I began to thrust. 
 
    I gathered her hair in my hand and yanked her back against me as I rammed myself into her. Soon her moans filled the room and the second her knees began to buckle, I forced myself into her deepest depths and filled her with everything I had. 
 
    She jerked, trying her best to stay standing as I released her hair and supported her waist to keep her standing until I was finished. Then, as our panting breaths filled the air I finally slipped out of her causing her to tense up again as I slowly pulled out. 
 
    She slid down the wall and I joined her, still catching my breath. I hadn’t noticed it but at some point she’d activated Physical Reinforcement so she was a head taller than me now. 
 
    She put her arm around my shoulder and dragged me under her arm to rest my head on her breast. I hadn’t slept for four days but now that Lain was fine, I… 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 65: No Games - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Though I’d gone to sleep with Merli, I woke up with Lain. And no matter how I tried to fight it, I sobbed silently as I held her. Her eye, her beautiful eye, was forever blind now. She’d lost something and almost died; all because I was afraid. The candidates scared me and horrified Merli. I’d been tortured to death countless times. That first candidate had left a scar on my soul. 
 
    But I’d suffer it all again if it would bring back Lain’s eye. 
 
    She embraced me and softly kissed the top of my head as she ran her fingers through my hair. “Shh, it’s okay. We’re all still alive and together. That’s what counts.” 
 
    I swallowed my sadness and held her so tightly that I feared I might hurt her but she laughed; genuinely happy that her eye was the only loss from the last fight. 
 
    But to me, that was a mark of shame. Something that I couldn’t accept. I was still angry; at everything now. This world had been fucking me since my first memories and now it wanted to hurt the person that meant the most to me. 
 
    Des handed us some food, stopping briefly to kiss both me and Lain. Then she ran back towards the fire and Lain dried my snot and tears. 
 
    I sighed as I got my shit together. If Lain wasn’t torn up about her loss, then why should I be? Nothing could be changed or fixed now and dwelling on it would only make her feel worse. That wasn’t what Lain was about. So I didn't want her to feel my negative emotions when she was dealing with things in her own way. 
 
    Our breakfast was roasted meat covered in a strange red sauce. I took a bite and immediately recognized Merli’s char-to-win cooking combined with Des’s sadistic spices. This was the worst possible combination. The flavor was a negative 1 out of five. But it did help me erase all my earlier sadness with a new sensation… Pain. This dish was our punishment. 
 
    It was hard, dry meat, blackened and burned over an open flame, then seasoned with what I can only describe as the Demonic Emperor’s farts. 
 
    I held the chop up, convinced that I’d accidentally taken a bite of a weapon enchanted with hell-fire. I mean, Des never told us this was food, so perhaps they’d improvised a way to weaponize our meat stores. 
 
    Lain quickly put it into her storage and I followed her lead. Then Felna came, she offered us some porridge, flavored with honey, apples, raisins and cinnamon. After what we just experienced, it was the food of the gods and we savored every spoonful. 
 
    Lain even pulled Felna down into her lap and began feeding her. 
 
    “U-umm, this is kinda—mmph.” Felna chewed it carefully before trying to speak again. “Umm…” 
 
    “You’re just so cute!” Lain said, before hugging Felna until she started to turn blue. “Here, eat some more!” 
 
    Lain fed Felna again and Felna just accepted her fate, curling up in Lain’s lap like a pet. 
 
    I was moved by this scene, because it wouldn't have been possible without Lain’s sacrifice. 
 
    “Jeez! I c-can feed my—mmph!” 
 
    “Nuh-uh little lady, you made this so let mommy feed you!” 
 
    “M-mom—Mmph!?” 
 
    I knew what she was going through. Lain had force fed me a few times now and there’s no way to resist it. Or anything she does really. But she always has the best intentions. 
 
    After we ate, Des and I began maintenance on our weapons and armor. Lain’s armor was no more. It was now just a sparse series of partial plates and torn mail. I could probably repair it by spending all our cores and weapons, but logically, she’d get a better product from the church. 
 
    So she opted for a combined form, her grieves, her helm and her gauntlets. All under her robes. 
 
    It wasn’t ideal but she could at least move better now. I offered her a shield but she went with a two handed flail instead and after we were all ready, we moved on. 
 
    We quickly carved our way through the next ten floors. Felna had been touched by her brush with death and now, she was far more aggressive and decisive with her castings. 
 
    Merli had also adjusted her timing, favoring protection and support over brute strength. 
 
    Des’s wind sense enabled us to avoid traps and we made it another few floors farther without incident. Lain wasn’t bad with a large flail but her technique relied solely on her strength and her new defense was to blast the enemies away with massive swings that destroyed parts of the walls and floors. 
 
    I could see Merli die inside while watching Lain’s inelegant form. 
 
    “Stop!” Merli said, unable to hold back anymore. “Use the momentum from your first swing to make your second one more powerful.” 
 
    “Like this?” Lain asked as she employed the spin to win tactic. 
 
    Merli’s skin turned pale as her eye twitched. “Stas—” 
 
    “Why don’t you just show her?” I said, gripping Merli’s shoulder.  
 
    Luckily the room we were in, like most rooms in the Holy dungeon, had plenty of space. Lain was a good learner when it came to physical training and her stamina allowed her to keep going even after the rest of us were hurting for a safe room and a nap. 
 
    Then Merli had an epiphany and began using telekinesis to guide Lain’s motions. And after a few hours of strict guidance, Merli gave Lain a passing grade. Lain already had a bonus with blunt weapons and her massive strength, now fortified with Merli’s techniques, allowed her to kill monsters before they ever reached her. But this strategy wouldn’t work well on bosses. 
 
    The enemies on these floors were paladins, tamers with celestial beasts and arch-priests similar to Davenous. Healing didn’t matter when we oneshotted everything though. But the arch-priests had Temporal Resurrection and a massive resistance to magic. 
 
    So Felna and Merli developed a combo. Merli would use stasis on the arch-priests and Felna would hit them with an AoE depending on the groupsize, then Lain and I would finish off the survivors and the arch-priests. They couldn’t run or chant before we were at their throats. 
 
    That worked for a while but then we started seeing something I hadn’t seen since the last time I was here. It was something that only existed here and it filled me with shame. 
 
    “Is that!?” 
 
    “...Yes…” 
 
    “Wow! She was hot back in the day, huh?” 
 
    It was her holiness, in her younger form. Apparently way back when she was a part of the Hero’s party she’d gone through this dungeon and yes, she was hot. She had massive breasts that filled her robes rather than her waistband and her long wispy hair flowed like the aether itself at even the smallest breeze. Her hips were wide and her face looked fierce even though her soft eyes made you want— 
 
    Lain patted my crotch, then with a berserker yell charged blindly into the fray destroying the shieldwall and putting Merli’s techniques to work on a level that none of us saw coming. 
 
    “Lain! Come back, she—!” 
 
    There was a loud boom as Her Holiness used one of her unique spells, Barrier Explosion. Lain was knocked back with such force that she collided with the high-vaulted ceiling. I caught her but even with her defense bonus she was dazed. 
 
    As I held Lain, Merli tried to use stasis but it was too late. Her Holiness had already cast her barrier spell. This was now a battle of mana vs. mana. Her Holiness’s barrier spell made her immune to everything. There was no way through it unless she allowed it or if she ran out of mana. 
 
    Lightning cracked as seven holy javelins formed in front of Her Holiness, each aimed independently at each of us. 
 
    I sat Lain down, this was the problem of having your healer on the front lines. Who heals the healer? 
 
    Before, I’d been able to beat Her Holiness with Consternation, a four element spell with a high manacost. I had a smaller version of it now in my unbound form but I still wouldn’t be able to go toe to toe with her using that version of it. 
 
    I used Unbind, then Erasure. The blood from my halo rained down forming a ball of malice which I filled with my mana and as she launched her javelins, Merli cast her own barrier spell and I unleashed Erasure. 
 
    The javelins were knocked off course by the explosion of my spell and the few that reached us were barely blocked by Merli’s low level barrier. 
 
    Rage activated and my physical stats jumped through the roof because HH was targeting everyone. Then, I felt it. The conditions for Seething had been met. 
 
    I opened my mouth as a red energy bubbled up into my throat, feeding on my resentment for this being that tried to kill my companions and I unleashed an endless beam of pure hate that ate away at her barrier. 
 
    Her Holiness panicked and ran towards another group as her barrier shattered but my spell wasn’t done and more importantly, Lain had regained her senses. 
 
    It was rare to see Lain do a jumping attack. She knew how vulnerable attacks like that made you thanks to her father’s training but the enemy wasn’t even looking at us anymore. 
 
    I aimed my beam downwards, causing Her Holiness to stumble then Lain landed, putting an end to her with a spectacular explosion of blood and viscera as her massive flail landed. 
 
    “Don’t ever do that again.” I said to Lain as I helped her up. 
 
    “But you were turned on by—” 
 
    “Who cares! Your life and mine are intertwined now. Would you kill me just to kill a dungeon monster that gave me a boner? Look at Des.” 
 
    Des was shaking, she had been ever since Lain charged off alone. Perhaps it reminded her of her arrogance in the undead dungeon or more likely she was terrified of losing us. Especially for such a dumb reason. 
 
    I’d never scolded Lain before so her lip quivered but then, she nodded to me and hugged Des. “I’m sorry, I just… When it comes to Shtulls, I…” 
 
    “I-I understand,” Des said. “But don’t leave me. If I saw you die, then...then…” Des took a deep breath and adjusted her glasses. Then there was a resounding noise as Des slapped Lain. “Don’t you dare leave us like that!” 
 
    The two embraced and I was reminded that through our history together, the two of them had developed a strong bond and their feelings for each other were as strong as my feelings for them. 
 
    We set out again, facing three more Holinesses and this time we acted together as a party should, while I got used to fighting in my new form.  
 
    When Rage activated, I became a frontline damage dealer but with flight and my myriad of ranged spells I mostly acted as a debuffing support unit or a tank depending on the situation. 
 
    Stone Skin was a spell from the earth pool. But for me it was inherent, that meant that it was always active and my skin was harder than most heavy armor. That, and my punches hit like strikes from a Great Club. 
 
    Still, I preferred to use a sword and shield but my arm was sturdier than my shields, so I settled on using my orichalcum sword. 
 
    It was a strange feeling when the monsters balked after seeing me. It was like their beliefs were challenged. But I didn’t care anymore. I was ready to be done with this place. 
 
    We finally reached the last safe room and I took on my normal form. We’d all been beaten down by this place by now and our morale was low, so I decided we’d have a celebration. 
 
    I decided to cook up three dishes. One, a thick savory beef stew poured into some hollowed out bread and covered with cheese. The next was the mostly discarded parts of a chicken, being their hearts and their wings. I deep fried them in oil after breading them with egg wash, flour and spices. Then when they were crispy, I coated them in a spicy butter reduction with vinegar to add tang. 
 
    The last was the one that would boil all night. It was the chops that Merli and Des ruined, boiled constantly in pork stock. I added brown sugar, honey, tomato paste and onions to them so the smell was wonderful. 
 
    I broke out the sweet spirits we got from the dragonewts along with what was left of the cheap wine Chad had accidentally given us and I even poured a few shots of aged scotch from Lain’s hometown. 
 
    Lain’s pure laughter rang out like a bell as her drunken happiness infected us. 
 
    Merli used unbind on accident. Having never been drunk before, she drank way too much way too quickly and as a result she passed out in her huge form and Lain bounced on her like a trampoline. Then, finding the sweet place between Merli’s breasts, Lain passed out. 
 
    “Boobehs…” 
 
    Then Des and Felna paired off and after a long session of kissing, they clumsily stripped off their clothes. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” Felna asked Des as she ran her fingertips along Des’s singed veins. 
 
    Des put her glasses in her storage and looked at me with a smile. “It did, but knowing that someone still finds me beautiful lets me accept it. These are the scars I bear for failing a child I was meant to protect. Have you heard the origin story of...Cockeman?” 
 
    I cringed so hard that my jaw popped as Paz nudged his head under my arm as I continued to cook. 
 
    I filled his bowl with wine and gave him a good pat between the ears like he liked. 
 
    “You treat me so well…” He whimpered. “Thank you, Master!” 
 
    Ah shit Paz is drunk too. 
 
    He whimpered again, laying on his paws. “This is the happiest I’ve ever been!” 
 
    I sighed as I continued to cook food that everyone was probably too drunk to eat now. “Paz, how’s my good boy?” 
 
    He panted happily as he licked my hand. “Me, I’m your good boy!” 
 
    “Damn straight, you are. Here, try this.” I gave him a mix of everything and he lapped it down happily. 
 
    Then he whimpered again. “Ahh! I don’t deserve this! I’m not even that useful to—” 
 
    “Whoever said you had to be useful. You pull your weight and you and Des make the perfect duo. Also, even if you weren’t useful, I’d still keep you. You aren’t a tool, you’re a companion and a damn good friend.” 
 
    Paz covered his face with his paws as he sobbed. “Shtulls, do you know how much I’ve always wanted to hear that. To be loved… When I was a pup, Shumareteth told us all that we would one day find our masters. People that cared about us, no matter what. I’m happy I finally found you, master.” 
 
    “No,” I said petting him. “I’m not your master, we’re family now. I name you Blue Pazuzu Sendarl.” 
 
    “No! You can’t give me even more… Your mana…” 
 
    I felt it dip into the negative but that didn’t matter thanks to Lain. I was completely used to mana fatigue now so I just continued cooking as Paz bagan to glow. His claws, fangs and wings grew as he growled, dealing with the pain. 
 
    “You, gave me your own name?” 
 
    “I did, like I said, we’re family.” 
 
    He looked at his status and howled. “I will serve you until I—” 
 
    “No you bloody won’t. Just be you, man. That’s all I ask.” 
 
    I layed out the food just as Felna and Des finished their sweaty business and I realized how hard it was to walk with my pants this tight. I then climbed Merli and lay beside Lain for a minute in the valley of breasts before I woke her up with a kiss. Then we woke merli by twisting her dials in opposite directions. 
 
    Then finally we ate, laughed and talked about better days. 
 
    “What do you think she’s doing now?” Merli asked. “You were married, isn’t that similar to a breeding contract?” 
 
    “She violated it,” Des said, donning her glasses once more. “That bit—” 
 
    “I hope she’s doing fine in some far off place and using the money I left her to raise her child well.” I said, interrupting Des’ drunken tirade. 
 
    “Helena…” Lain said, deep in thought. “Was she pretty?” 
 
    “Of course, she made her living on her looks but that isn’t the most important thing. She and I had nothing in common and we were never that close. I just thought I should settle down and she was the most compatible woman I’d ever met at that time. But there was always a wall between us. It was like she was just waiting for us to fail and she wanted to hurt me before I hurt her.” I said, crunching down on a chicken heart and following it with a shot. “I don’t blame her and I don’t feel any jealousy. I knew who she was before I married her.” 
 
    We all fell silent for a while as we focused on eating. All my dishes were a hit especially after I shredded the chops and made sandwiches out of them. 
 
    After that the conversation returned to happier events and I finally caught up with everyone else on drunkenness. We laughed and reminessed for who knows how long until absurd notions became matters of discussion. 
 
    “What if we ended it?” I asked, my head dipping. 
 
    “End what?” Des asked. 
 
    “All of it, this stupid cycle. What if I became the Demonic Emperor and the King?” 
 
    “Then you,” Merli hicced, “Then you’d have to become the most powerful being in existence.” 
 
    “No,” I said leaning into her breasts. “We would, all of us.” 
 
    “Yay!” Lain yelled, awakening momentarily. 
 
    Felna scooted away and I goaded her until she spoke. “I don’t want you to kill my family but my father is different now. He isn’t my father anymore.” 
 
    “You know,” I said with a belch. “If I’m your husband then I’ll have a legitimate claim to the throne.” 
 
    She balled up her little fists and held them to her chest. “M-m-marry me!? B-but you have—” 
 
    “All of you, except for Paz who is my brother now. I will marry you, you will all grow thick with my children and together we shall rule the world.” I lurched forward, fighting my urge to puke. 
 
    “What about our farm?” Lain asked, holding my thigh with enough strength to break it. “I really wanted—” 
 
    “They’ll never leave us alone,” Merli interrupted. “Until you stand as the Demonic Emperor, the others will never stop pursuing us. Shtulls, you have to win. You have to get stronger!” 
 
    I stood on shaky legs, a chicken wing raised high. “I swear to each of you that I’ll make it happen! I’ll bring an end to this—” 
 
    The light dimmed for a moment as my body began to glow. 
 
    Words, louder than anything else boomed throughout the chamber. “Accepted! The Crone has been elevated to Goddess status and you have become her monarch. A new faction has entered the game!” 
 
    I burped as I fell on my ass on Merli’s chest. “Wha—” 
 
    “Rejoice mort… Monarch, the world has been updated to reflect your resolve! Please choose a gift.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    A screen popped up displaying three blurry options.  
 
      
 
    Blessings of a god from another plane. 
 
    Physical and magical reinforcement X10. 
 
    Evil Eye: Clairvoyance. 
 
    Random/Reroll 
 
      
 
    “Who da fuk’s Clair Voyance? Ooh, times ten? But, a new god’s blessing…” 
 
    “Lain?” I shook Lain but she didn’t stir. “LAIN!!! Wake up!” 
 
    “What the!? Oh, Shtulls,” she smiled as she pulled me down on top of her. “Mm, I love you so much. What’s-sat?” 
 
    “It’s some stuff that I can get, I think… My god you feel so good…” 
 
    “Choose!” 
 
    “Mm, Lain… You… I need to be inside you!” 
 
    She spread her legs wrapping me in her warmth as I lowered my pants. 
 
    “If you do not choose, then you will be assigned with a random reward.” 
 
    I ground myself against her sex. She never wore panties under her robe so she was always ready to accept me, even though her grieves covered her massive thighs. I kissed her and savored her drunken embrace as I— 
 
    “Random reward chosen… You are blessed with a gift from the Goddess of Chaos! Your gift shall be #$%&*...— Retrying… Corrupted/invalid… You are blessed by Two-Dong-John, The God of Darkness! You shall be awarded with #$%&*...— Retrying… Reward...incompatible with the world rules. Granting additional time and choices. Choose!” 
 
      
 
    Physical and magical reinforcement X10. 
 
    Evil Eye: Clairvoyance. 
 
    Infinite Evolution. 
 
      
 
    “The last one!” Paz howled. “Pick the last one!” 
 
    I drunkenly swiped my hand back not giving a shit as I was in Lain country now. It was a beautiful place of pure happiness and pleasure and as my shaft grew slick with her juices I— 
 
    “Infinite Evolution has been chosen! Generating a new faction… Prerequisites: Status…Double-checking... Claim to both thrones: met… You are now recognized as The Neutral Monarch! All demis shall gather under your flag. Congratulations and good luck!” 
 
    The silly prompt vanished as I held Lain’s legs together, thrusting in rhythm with her moans. God, I love this woman! 
 
    Des stumbled up and Lain pulled her down, holding her tightly as I stopped thrusting. I leaned down to kiss Des as she scooted down Lain’s body, guiding me into her through Lain’s thighs. 
 
    Des was the tightest among us and the feeling of entering her was both painful and pleasurable beyond words. I felt Lain’s sentiment between thrusts. She wanted me to come in Des. She wanted to feel it through me and I wouldn’t disappoint her. 
 
    I grabbed Merli’s massive nipples as I drove myself forward with savage abandone. Every part of Lil’shtulls was pleasured as Lain squeezed me and Des milked my head. It was a beautiful sensation that soon had me on the verge.  
 
    Having drank a little too much, I outlasted them both. But their cries drove me to thrust harder and as their wet sexes coated me with conflicting sensations, I came, pulling Des down until she screamed in pain and pleasure as I filled her until her stomach began to grow. 
 
    Then…as the world spun, I fell on top of them and everything faded to black. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 66: Reality - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    My dreams were, strange. It took me a while to understand what I was seeing. I was floating in the night’s sky, high above the clouds, my body weightless. And what I was looking at; is that a planet? I remember Oblex trying to explain it to me once. He said something like our world was a ball floating in the sky. 
 
    I focused in on it and I could match the maps I’d seen to the land in the sphere. But what were all these other lands, and why were things colored red and blue. The more I focused, the more details appeared, until finally the colors were identified as Demon Territory and Human Territory. Then a third option colored gray appeared between them and the words read; Neutral Territory. 
 
    Initiating Bonding Ritual… Overwriting… Failed! Initiating Bonding Ritual… Overwriting… Failed! Initiating Bonding Ritual… Overwriting… Failed! 
 
    ...Pawn #675309 is incompatible. Analyzing… Pawn is already bonded. Initiating Temporal Rollback… Error: Pawn was bonded before birth. There exists no compatible backup to restore… 
 
    “Hey, what the hell are you trying to—” I tried to say, but I had no voice here. 
 
    Attempting Mind Control Procedure #17… Failed… Attempting Mind Control Procedure #27… Failed… Attempting Mind Control Procedure #36… Failed… 
 
    Analyzing… Pawn is already controlled. 
 
    Attempting Purge of incompatible Pawn. Purge restricted, Pawn has already been approved as a Faction Leader. Rule 34: Cannot interfere with a world power once approved. Attempting to appeal for an exception… Appeal Denied. 
 
    Setting other factions to Hostile against Neutral Faction. 
 
    Pawn #675309: New Designation: Neutral Monarch. All records will be updated. Ending Simulation. 
 
    As my eyes slowly fluttered open, I saw an image of my mother smiling at me. Then everything became blurry as I tried to move. 
 
    “Greater Cleanse! Cleanse, Cleanse, Cleanse, Cleanse, Cleanse!” Lain chanted to cure us of our hangovers. 
 
    We all drank a good amount from the font and I put all our empty bottles back into my storage. We way overdid it. There was even a moment there that I thought I heard a weird voice and… 
 
    I brought up my status. 
 
      
 
    ————————— 
 
    Shtulls Sendarl (Cursed) 
 
    Race: ??? 
 
    Job: Monarch of Neutrality 
 
    Class: Unique 
 
    Strength: 602 +100 (Training Bonus) 
 
    Defense: 403 +100 (Training Bonus) 
 
    Agility: 575 +100 (Flee Bonus) 
 
    Intelligence: 2,072 -2000 (Curse) 
 
    Mana: 2/8308 (Curse) Current Regen +166/sec 
 
    Charisma: 1023 -1,000 (Curse) 
 
      
 
    Skills ——————————————- 
 
    Swordsmanship: S 
 
    Shield Handling: S 
 
    Hand to Hand: S 
 
    Parry: S 
 
    Throwing: B 
 
    Mana Manipulation: S(B) *Weakened by Curse 
 
    Mana Regeneration: SS *Syphoned by Curse 
 
    Spellcrafting: S(D) *Weakened by Curse 
 
    Dual Casting: S *Negated by Curse 
 
    Triple Cast: A *Negated by Curse 
 
    Quadruple Cast: B *Negated by Curse 
 
    Hextuple Cast: C *Negated by Curse 
 
    Cooking: B 
 
    Weaving: F 
 
    Sewing: F 
 
    Flee: A 
 
    Hide: A 
 
    Begging: C 
 
    Pleasuring: S *Enhanced by Curse 
 
    Charm: S *Negated by Curse 
 
    Leadership: S *Negated by Curse 
 
    Weakness to Magic: S *Curse 
 
    Limit Breaker: S (This skill allows a person to unleash the full potential of their muscles, often leading to self mutilation and death.) 
 
    Unbind: Unique 
 
    Unlimited Evolution: All Evolution Paths are unlocked as long as you meet the requirements. *Curse adds Mutation. You will never lose stats or abilities between evolutions, however all your evolutions will be random variants. 
 
      
 
    Spells——————————————- 
 
    Immolation: S (Self damage, AoE, DoT, fire damage.) *Blocked by Curse 
 
    Reflect Spell "Backlash": S (200% value, Limit 2/day) *Blocked by Curse 
 
    Reflect Physical "Counter": S (150% value, Limit 2/day)  
 
    Four Elements Mastery: S *Weakened by Curse 
 
    Light and Dark Mastery: S *Weakened by Curse 
 
    Neutral (Non-Elemental) Mastery: S 
 
    Unique Spell "Consternation": S *Negated by Curse. Accessible through Unbind. 
 
      
 
    Blessings————————————- 
 
    Blessing of the Divine Goddess of Light: S *Revoked 
 
    Blessing of the God of Darkness: S *Revoked 
 
    Blessing of Anima, The Theocrast of Neutrality: S (Boosts all equipment created through normal means.) 
 
    Lesser Blessing of Salamanzer, God of fire: D 
 
    Greater Blessings of The Four Goddesses of The Elements: S *Revoked 
 
    Blessing of Mother, Goddess of Death and Rebirth: SS 
 
    Blessing of Andritia, Goddess of Love: A *Cannot be charmed but unable to access spells, miracles, holy arts or bonuses due to Curse. 
 
      
 
    I held my face in my hands as I tried not to hyperventilate. A large hand gripped me as Merli hugged me between her breasts. Lain rushed over and I was reminded that I was loved here. I was also reminded that we’d basically used a passed out Merli as a bed. 
 
    Lain kissed me as I enjoyed Merli’s soft warmth. “I’m okay, Lain. Just give me a while.” 
 
    I looked into her eyes, knowing that now, only one of them could see me. She kissed me again and smiled sadly. I couldn’t lie to her, I should know that by now. Still, she respected my wishes and returned to cooking breakfast as I gathered my drunken memories and reconciled them with my immense regret. 
 
    Everything has consequences; I should know that more than most. But in a drunken tirade I’d stumbled into all the requirements to become a new world power. 
 
    Goodbye, peaceful days that I wanted. Goodbye, smiling Lain in her sundress. My fantasies died then and there and there was no way to undo it now. 
 
    I never wanted any of this high and mighty bullshit! I only ever worked towards a goal. I wanted a family, a son who I could train and treat better than I ever was and a daughter that I could dote on like Aundre did with Lain. But now, my path was again laid with broken and torn bodies; it was the path of war. And I’d be dragging Lain into it. All of them! How could they ever expect me to— 
 
    Merli squeezed me tighter and the sound of her heartbeat ground me back in reality. 
 
    They need to know, all of them need to know what happened. Then, we’ll go on a dungeon rampage. We need a lot of power, very quickly. Enough weapons to arm a new nation and we ourselves need to be more powerful than the kingdom or the empire.  
 
    I thought briefly about trying to visit the dragonewts again but they weren’t demis and if Rex had wanted to fight, he would’ve stayed with us. I remember my territory, the neutral territory. It was all the border towns primarily but from here on I’ll bet that muts and demis will be persecuted wherever they are. Then there’s the matter of all that land that didn’t have a color on the map. Maybe we can all just move there. 
 
    But my memories of that dream are fading fast. It’s hard to draw out the details now. 
 
    I need someone smarter than me to help. But it’s not like there’s anyone who could mentor me here. 
 
    I slapped myself, surprising Merli as she used her fingers to rub my cheeks. “Alright! Let’s begin.” 
 
    “Begin what?” Merli said in a tender voice, still in a good mood from last night. 
 
    “Many things.” I answered as I dressed and woefully left the comforts of Merli’s body. 
 
    Over breakfast I explained what’d happened but Paz was the only one that remembered it clearly. He wagged his tail the entire time, happy that I’d chosen his recommendation. But he still believed in the visions he saw in the Wrought Iron Tomb. 
 
    A solemn tone came over us as I told them absolutely everything I could remember. It felt like I was violating some ancient rule by telling them about my dream but none of us could make any real sense out of it. Except Felna, she was smart enough to understand a bit of it. 
 
    “Then father was bound, by that thing… That’s why he changed so much.” Her little face snarled up as Des wiped her tears. “He was bound and overwritten! They made my sweet father a slave, but I still felt him in there. There was some part of him that still loved me. I could see it in his eyes every now and then. Is there any way we can...we can…” 
 
    All I could do was hang my head. I had no answers for her. “AH! No… Let’s not go with that answer,” I said, when I was only trying to think. 
 
    “What answer!?” 
 
    “My ‘father’ was apparently the former demonic emperor. You already heard this story but he said he bypassed the control by becoming a dungeon monster.” 
 
    “But then—” 
 
    “Yeah, he’d have to die and his body would have to be transported to a dungeon. Luckily I know a good one that uses dead bodies. He won’t look right and he’ll still attack us but he’ll at least be able to say what he wants to.” 
 
    Felna frowned as she closed her eyes. “Maybe that’s better. At least that way he can finally be free.” 
 
    “What about the candidates for the next Demonic Emperor?” Merli asked, tearing off a large chunk of meat. “Hasn’t this made everything worse?” 
 
    I considered her question as I ate leftovers. “Not yet. It will in time but for now, neither of us are candidates anymore. If anything, this buys us some time. Until the next Emperor is chosen, we have some freedom. But we have to use our time wisely. Each of us needs to become as strong as a candidate, no, stronger than an emperor!” 
 
    Merli let out a heavy sigh as she continued eating. I could tell she wasn’t happy with my answer but it was all I could say. I don’t think the other candidates would be tracking me anymore but being tracked by an Emperor was way, way worse. 
 
    “I think we’ll be okay for a year or so, maybe longer. It takes time for a new Emperor to rise to power, years, more often than not. And the kingdom is so riddled with bureaucracy that I don't see them moving any time soon. So for now, let’s just focus on what we can reach. But if that’s still too much for you, then you don’t have to sta—” 
 
    “I refuse! I won’t let you slip away again. You used and defamed me in front of my legion but then you denied me...then you made it up to me. I won’t give up our contract, even if it kills us!” 
 
    I moved to sit beside her and even though she continued to complain about what I’d done, she clasped my hand tightly. 
 
    It was clear that none of us had signed up for what my journey had become but we stayed together. You could call it foolishness or codependency but we were tied together now and we’d all met when we were at the ends of our ropes. I had everyone check their statuses and we all had a blessing from Andritia and from Mother, The Goddess of Death and Rebirth.  
 
    We tore through the final floors with renewed vigor until we reached the final boss. It was The archangel of war, Michael. Or more realistically, his dungeon counterpart. 
 
    I’d done this battle about three times now, so I knew what to do before it began. 
 
    “Have ye come to slay me?” 
 
    “NO!” We all answered with my coached responses. 
 
    Michael had a passive skill that would detect and punish lies. Word of Truth. 
 
    He smiled, detecting no liars then he landed in the center of the arena, spreading his golden wings. “Then, did you wish to speak to your disciple? She’s been really trying lately, you know. She even noticed when you entered and powered up the arch-angel. But… We’re sorry about that! We really thought it would only be a tougher challenge, we—” 
 
    “It’s fine, Michael.” I said with a sigh. “If I were still the same old me, then it would’ve been a fun fight but as you probably noticed I’m different now. I was angry at first but now I have more important things to worry about. Let me see her.” 
 
    Truth be told, my anger had turned to sadness and I really wasn’t sure we could beat Michael as we were now without suffering losses. I needed to be smart, not emotional. 
 
    Michael flew to the ceiling and grabbed the dungeon core from its place within the artificial sun. The core spawned a light elemental and entered it, becoming its core so we could speak normally. 
 
    The light elemental bowed as it spoke. “I’m sorry, Master. If I’d only known—” 
 
    “Don’t apologize, this is your dungeon and you’ve done a good—” 
 
    “What is she?” Lain asked, taking my hand. “I can only see an outline.” 
 
    “A light elemental, they used to inhabit the top five floors but they’re immune to physical attacks, fire, lightning and holy, so they were too unfair to use as a minion. Still, they would make a good miniboss though.” 
 
    “Ah!” The core nodded, taking note of my suggestion. 
 
    “Can I… Can I touch it?” Lain asked, leaning forward on her tippy toes. 
 
    “No, literally. There’s nothing to touch there.” I answered. 
 
    “I’m gonna try!” Lain moved forward and for whatever reason Michael let her through. 
 
    She gently ran her hands through the light and the core giggled. “Oh, using mana to touch me? I never considered that. Here, for you sweet one.” The core handed Lain a scroll. 
 
    She touched it and it vanished, granting her a unique spell. “Ooh, neat!” 
 
    “So, what has brought you here, Master? Did you simply wish to test yourself or are you here to check up on me?” 
 
    “A little of both, but we’re mainly here for Lain and Felna.” I pointed them out. “Lain is a holy knight and a six element sorceress. I was hoping to advance her job to Paladin or Crusader. But after that arch-angel fight, now I’m just hoping for new armor.” 
 
    “Oh, I have something I’ve been working on. It’s a bit different from the stuffy old suit from last time.” The core pressed their fingers together nervously as they continued. “Do you want to know more?” 
 
    “Sure, now that I’m a craftsman as well.” 
 
    I instantly regretted my answer as we then spent the next two hours talking about armor, engraving, enchanting. Formulative designs, armor theory, theoretic interpretations of ancient lore and finally, practicality. 
 
    “Mhm…” The core said, hugging me. “You are indeed my master! Just wait here,” she said to us before turning to Michael. “I grant you creative rights for this room. Please make sure they’re comfortable while they wait.” 
 
    “Of course!” Michael said, bowing slightly. 
 
    The core sat in the pedestal in the center of the room as the light elemental vanished. Whatever she was doing, she wanted to focus on it 100%. 
 
    Michael raised his arms and a large circular table made of gold and silver appeared next to us along with chairs, wine and food. “Please rest, I know it couldn’t have been easy to get here.” 
 
    “Other than that one asshole it was pretty easy though.” Lain said as she took a seat, pulling Felna into her lap for no apparent reason. 
 
    “Michael, you're forgetting a space for my brother.” 
 
    “Your…” He hesitated, counting the tits in the room. “Ah, what a blunder.” He spawned a large cushion and several bowls filled with various meats and wines for Paz. “Now, you should all be content. But, Shtulls we have a match to settle!” 
 
    “Are you sure, if we start it now, then who knows when it’ll end. Besides, as you said, I’m tired from getting here…” 
 
    “She gave me creative rights, you heard that too, didn’t you?” 
 
    “...Fine but no hard feelings this time.” 
 
    “Same to you!” 
 
    A chess board appeared on the table and I took a drumstick with me as we began. “You’re white again.” 
 
    “Why do you always give me the first move? You will be white this time.” 
 
    “Oh, is an angel choosing black?” 
 
    “Angel? I'm just a dungeon monster created by my master’s love of lore. I’ll be black this time!” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    An impressive frown appeared on Michael’s face as his eyes shot around the board. He was definitely trying to understand what advantages he’d be giving up by going second. 
 
    I’m not good at chess. I lost every game I ever played against Oblex. It’s just that Michael is horrible at it. He gets it, he understands what each piece does but he always plays defensively. 
 
    I was the one who first suggested this game instead of a battle, mainly because at the time we had rookies on our team. Michael uses unblockable AoEs and a shittone charisma based status attacks. So chess seemed like a better option. 
 
    The game was long. He painfully considered each move but his pieces vanished one by one and by the end, it was his complete loss. 
 
    “But I was Black this time!” 
 
    “Don’t beat yourself up. Going second is a disadvantage.” 
 
    “Then, all those other times, you were giving me an advantage and I still lost?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He made a strange noise and hung his head. “Fine, what do you want? No magical stuff or enchanted items. But I can create most other things.” 
 
    “Food, as much as you’re allowed to spawn and teach Lain Word of Truth.” 
 
    “I see, it’s not that I’m giving her something. You only want me to teach her. Then, I’ll try my best until my master is done.” 
 
    “Good enough,” I said, extending my hand. He shook it and a mountain of food appeared beside the table. Then, he and Lain began to discuss holy arts. 
 
    We all filled our storage with the food with the exception of Lain who was still being taught a greater holy art. 
 
    “Why didn’t you ask him for a mountain of mythril ore or an aged core?” Des asked, standing beside me as I watched Michael and Lain talk. 
 
    “Because the core is trying to make something new. If we dig too deeply into her reserves then the armor we get back will be crappy. Not only that, but a core’s intelligence is closely tied to their mana. I don’t want to hurt or diminish my pupil.” 
 
    Des leaned against me. “I know.” 
 
    I ground my teeth as I watched Lain and Micheal together. They were both so glowing and resplendent that my mind went to dark places. I could almost see them as a couple and that triggered something in me. 
 
    I knew it wasn’t like that. He was a dungeon monster albeit a sentient one but he was also an angel, meaning he was smooth around the bend. No reproductive organs at all. But why was she smiling so much? 
 
    I felt a chill but it was minor and I was able to fight off the curse. I used unbind, so I wouldn't be tempted to act like an ass. But I’d much rather be holding Lain than relying on an alternate form. 
 
    They finished their conversation and Michael walked over to me. “Wow, this is...new. We angels tend to be vain, so seeing our forms turned from the light causes us pain. But I can't deny your power.” He paused for a second. “If we fought, would you use this form?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answered, the beauty of my voice surprising even me. 
 
    “Then I’m glad we played chess.” He said with a laugh that died in his throat. 
 
    “Shtulls!” Lain yelled, running up to me. “Do you like big boobehs?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Des’s lip quivered as Felna fell to her knees. 
 
    “But,” I said afterwards. “There are so many other things to consider. Shape is the most important thing, then sensitivity, nipple position, softness, flexibility and jiggle factor. Breasts are not as simple as small or large! Even the smallest ones might outshine the largest just due to body proportions and—” 
 
    “Yes or no, dammit!” Lain yelled. 
 
    “Like I said, there is no simple answer to such a deep question.” 
 
    “Then what about mine, before we had a blood contract?” 
 
    “I could only look at them then but I knew they were rare. The tanlines, the soft white cream of your skin topped with puffy pink areolas and inverted nipples. Their size was lacking but they had a good shape. Then, when I was finally able to touch them, it was love. They were softer than the finest jelly and so bouncy and sensitive that I knew they were the best in the world.” 
 
    “Word of Truth,” Lain said as she fell to her knees. “It’s...it’s all true!’ 
 
    I held her, suddenly realizing that Word of Truth must take a lot of mana at its current level. She drained me more than she had that first time I kissed her but I’d grown used to mana exhaustion now, thanks to her. So I was able to stay conscious. 
 
    “You mean it…” She said after a time. “But aren’t they funny looking?” 
 
    I held her close. “Is that what’s been bothering you all this time?” 
 
    “No,” She lied. 
 
    “I love you but you don’t get it. I’ve seen more breasts than any man should. To the point where I value what’s natural. Your shape is ideal; they might not be the biggest in volume. But your nipples point slightly upwards and your fatless softness is ideal. Then, there's your hidden nipples. Coaxing them out, licking them, sucking them as you push your chest forward. Your sensitivity is a ten. Your shape is a ten. You have a suppleness that can be beat. Then there’s your unique score which is an eleven. You and Des share that last one.” 
 
    Damn, I’m definitely a boob guy. 
 
    “It’s true…” Lain’s eyes opened wide as her pupils expanded. 
 
    I couldn’t fight the urge to wrap her up in a comforter and covet her cuteness. This woman was mine, and I would keep her in my arms forever. 
 
    “Right, I’m just going to go—” Michael started. 
 
    “No!” Lain cried out. “Des, Felna…” 
 
    “Um… Take these?” Michael said generating two more comforters. 
 
    It wasn’t like anything had happened to them but they both seemed a little off. Des was a little happy but she was murmuring to herself. Felna was just plain crying, though she was trying her best to hide it. All while Merli grinned down at them, thrusting her chest forward. 
 
    I arrived at Des’ side first. She was only wearing her body stocking now so her large nipples were easy to see through the sheer fabric and she was...talking to them. 
 
    A lot of things happened to us in quick succession, so our mental fatigue was on full display now. 
 
    I panicked, struggling for the right words. “It’s okay, if I was an ass man then you wouldn’t have anything.” 
 
    “Egh…” Des adjusted her glasses and stood. “I see. Good to know.” 
 
    “Shit! No, I mean…” 
 
    I gave up on words as I ran my hands over the smooth fabric that covered Des’s nipples and watched as they swelled to greet me. “See, that sight is for me and me alone. It’s something special between us, like a secret we share.” 
 
    She held her hand against my crotch and leaned against me. “I believe you...Master.” 
 
    By her hand or by her words, I jerked and she relaxed as I captured her in another comforter. 
 
    Then, I moved on to Felna who spoke to me in incoherent dribble. 
 
    “So, your body is small and your breasts match it. That makes sense. You have a good balance and a narrow waist showing that you are a woman. Every part of you is delicate and cute. If you had large breasts they’d throw everything off. Besides, your sensitivity is the highest. Even with a glancing touch, you react. You’re simply too cute for this world but I’ll always try to protect you. Here,” I handed her the comforter and she looked at the Lain worm and the Des worm. “You know what to do.” 
 
    She wrapped herself up leaving only her eyes and fingertips exposed. 
 
    “Yes, you are mine now.” 
 
    I won’t describe what happened after that, but I like my burritos filled and my women satisfied. 
 
    I leaned them all against Paz as I brought them food and drink from the table. I wanted to spoil them a bit because I’d driven them so hard. I fed them all like babies as Michael did his best to look away. 
 
    Then I eyed Merli. She was so upset earlier but now, she seemed calm. I looked at the back of my hand noting that we weren’t obligated to breed just yet. But, a real relationship isn’t just about that. 
 
    I brought her a plate of meat and sweets, along with a goblet of fine wine. “You’ve stayed quiet this entire time. What are you thinking about?” 
 
    She looked at the rest then beckoned me into a corner. “Mine are the best, right? Size, sensitivity… I won.” 
 
    “There’s no ranking. I enjoy each of you for different reasons. But when I feel yours, I always imagine you as a mother feeding our children and that turns me on.” 
 
    “Does it?” She asked as she ran her hand down my stomach and into my pants. 
 
    “Of course, I was turned on by your demon form, so this one is—” 
 
    “Finished!” The core called out causing everyone to jerk in surprise. “What do you think?” 
 
    It was greatly amusing to watch Lain and the rest roll out of their bindings as I approached the core. 
 
    She produced an entire set of armor that looked unlike anything I’d seen before. Parts of it seemed plain like the plates but the maile was unusual in design. It wasn’t sparkling and golden like the last set she made, instead it had the look of a foreign master’s creation. 
 
    I noted that it was definitely customized for Lain, taking all her proportions into consideration. It was the rare female only armor that only the extremely wealthy could afford. But it matched Lain’s S-ranked statuses so it wouldn’t be strange for someone like to to wear it. 
 
    Though it was definitely heavy armor, it had a reinforced half helm and a one-sided gorget. It was as if she was trying to keep it as light as possible. 
 
    “Ask me about it!” The core demanded. “It’s amaaazing!” 
 
    It’s amazing how much this core has evolved since the last time I was here. Back then, she was smart, yes, but she had no real semblance of a personality. Now, her words had passion and it was clear that she was enjoying herself. 
 
    “My pupil…” I paused for dramatic effect as she wrung her hands. “I command you to tell me about your—” 
 
    “Of course! It’s primarily made of orichalcum. The plates are solid orichalcum with an enchanted mythril layer closest to the body. This both hides the enchantments and provides a final layer of defense at the cost of mana. All the enchantments use Perfect Hardening and reinforce Holy. The gauntlets however have all six elements plus holy enchanted into them so they can be used in place of a wand or scepter once you place a strong core in the slot. Then—” 
 
    “WOO!” Lain yelled, staring down at the armor like a starving man seeing a steak. “Gimme gimme!” 
 
    “Not yet, I’m sure she—” I started. 
 
    “It’s fine,” The core said. “I want to see her wearing it. That’s why I made it.” 
 
    As Lain shamelessly dressed behind us, the core continued explaining the armor. And I listened like a good fellow should because she’d definitely poured her all into making it. 
 
    The chainmail was actually made of one long strand of orichalcum that was connected to the plates in several sections so it gained the benefits of the plate’s enchantments. That also meant that if it were torn, it would eventually repair itself. Though if even a link of it were destroyed all the maile in that section would lose the enchantments. Still, until this moment, enchanted chainmail had never existed before, or at least I’d never seen or heard of it. So this was huge! 
 
    “Ooh!” Lain said, flexing her arms and doing a few quick hops. “It feels so light that I can move like normal!” 
 
    We all looked at her and for me at least, it felt like I was looking at some ancient hero that stepped out of a legend. 
 
    “I’m sorry I can’t provide the cores, creating that armor took quite a toll on me.” The core said as it walked toward Lain. “But seeing how happy you are in it, makes it all worthwhile.” The core lightly touched Lain’s face, using her mana. “You are just like him when we first met but your energy is so positive. People like you are my favorite visitors.” The core finished and even though she didn’t have a face, I could hear her smile in her words. 
 
    “Master,” she said, turning towards me. “I’m tired now so I don't know how much longer I can speak with you. Thank you for coming and thank you for opening my eyes yet again. Please rest here until you’re ready to leave. I’d be delighted to see you again in a few months when my mana has returned but for now, I must rest.” 
 
    She actually spent so much mana on making that armor that she didn’t even reserve enough to keep her consciousness… 
 
    I filled my arms with my mana and hugged her. “No, you’ve done me proud yet again. This is the finest armor I’ve ever seen and it goes well beyond what I asked of you.” 
 
    She was tense at my unexpected touch but she soon relaxed and leaned into me. “You’ve given me one more gift today,” she said. “To think that the first time I was touched would be followed by an embrace. Will you name me?” 
 
    A name is often a contract. Paz had driven that point home to me but she definitely deserved something for what she did. She loves lore and stories of old. One of the first drops she ever absorbed was from an aged explorer who carried several books about legends. She’d read those after she learned how and it influenced everything she did. 
 
    “Gwynivere. It and its variants are repeated in several books. Sometimes, she’s seen as a kind and supportive maiden. Other times, she’s a source of upheaval. That’s why I give you her name.” 
 
    She leaned against me and as her light elemental vanished, I caught her core and flew it back to her hiding spot in the artificial sun. 
 
    Michael bowed and wiped his eyes. “Thank you, Shtulls. That was what she always wanted.” 
 
    I patted his shoulders and raised him to stand. “Then I’m glad I could make her happy. She deserves it after what she’s done.” 
 
    “No no, she owes it all to you. It’s because of your advice that this place became so popular. Without—” 
 
    “We’ll be going now. Take care of her, not that anyone could make it past that bloody archangel anymore…” 
 
    “Ha, well said. But still, we both thank you.” He said with a smile. 
 
    I shook hands with him and we were off again. 
 
    It was still night time, so we went back to the inn. We barely had enough crystals for the night and we were expected to be out in five hours but I think we all needed at least one last good rest on a mattress before we plunged ourselves into an uncertain future of constant fighting. 
 
    My emotions were strangely separated between fear, excitement and nostalgia. The last time I’d stayed here was much the same. Then, like now, I was plunging into an uncertain future. 
 
    We pushed the beds together again and… we all slept like babies. 
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    The next day, we traded in our drops for measly gains and went shopping for clothes, armor and robes. Lain was in high spirits, her infectious happiness affecting us all as we shopped. 
 
    Our first priority was to find Felna some new robes because she was still wearing Lain’s winter clothes which didn’t fit her at all. Though seeing her in oversized clothes accentuated her tiny cuteness, it wasn’t practical. 
 
    We commissioned a custom set using our collected hides and lesser stones. I would’ve given the man some steam golem cores but I didn’t trust him. Still, his aesthetics were good and stylish. He was also the only tailor in town, so… 
 
    Des and I went to the armorer, then to the leathersmith and bought the things that were most practical for us. 
 
    We then made another run on the dungeon’s early floors to gain what we needed to buy two large cores from the enchanter. 
 
    “W-welcome b-back!” 
 
    “It’s good to see you again, what would you recommend if I’m looking for a core that can support all six elements?” 
 
    “N-nothing I have here can d-do that but I can d-do three and th-three.” 
 
    “This is what I have,” I said, laying all our crystals on the counter. “Is that enough?” 
 
    “N-n-not by a longshot b-but I-I-I’ll give you a discount, this one time.” 
 
    She gave us the cores and I thanked her, before engraving a few orichalcum plates to make up the difference. This was probably an effect of my Monarch of Neutrality title. Still, Lain was cute as she bit her finger as she watched us. I loved how she was just as jealous as me. 
 
    That was our last peaceful memory for half a year. 
 
    We needed to get stronger and not gradually. We took large risks to gain large payoffs as we prepared for an inevitable war. 
 
    First, we returned to the Draconic Emperor Dungeon and made our way through it again. I ate again, and this time Merli ate as well. But surprisingly Des was the one who got stronger here. Though her mana-veins were larger and she was weak to curses, her mind was sharp and she began to develop an immunity to most status effects. 
 
    We refined our teamwork and made it through with less effort than last time mainly thanks to Felna. 
 
    After that we hit each and every dungeon in the neutral zone, gathering unique gear for ourselves or the ores and cores needed to make it. After a while, I began to realize that eating dungeon monsters gave me slight stat boosts and an occasional ability. 
 
    Then we drove deeper into demon territory not missing a single dungeon as we went. We had more than a few brushes with death but none as bad as the archangel incident. 
 
    Lain had learned a lot about being a good tank and she’d even adopted a great shield now that her gauntlets let her cast without holding an enchanted weapon. 
 
    By this time, Felna had gained spell creation and the Blessing of The Four, as well as a keen understanding of light, dark and temporal magic. She’d moved away from traditional spellcasting and now had a unique assortment of powerful spells that only she knew. Such as Fork, which let her copy a spell and split it to target two things at once and Reverse which allowed her to recast a spell with no additional cost at the same location. 
 
    Des had changed as well because we’d constantly been cycling demonic essence into her. Her physical stats had soared through the roof and now her agility was twice what mine was. Her speed and flexibility let her dodge almost any attack and her resistance to poison, dark, curse and slow, let her ignore most status AoEs. 
 
    Then, as we all lay together she gained a unique ability. Unbind. 
 
    Des’s new form was one of shadows. She couldn’t do much in that form as far as physical attacks but she was also immune to them and she could teleport between shadowy places. 
 
    Paz had unlocked a new evolution but he debated on confirming it. He only had one evolution left, so he didn’t want to waste it. 
 
    “What is it, boy? You can tell me.” 
 
    “It’s...It’s…” I scratched a spot he couldn’t reach and he kicked his leg. “Cerberus.” 
 
    “Isn’t that great! Damn, man, that’s like the—” 
 
    “No… It’s big and bulky. I’ll gain tricast, multiple congruent thought processes and a vast physical and mental buff but…” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “It’ll be difficult to enter normal doorways and dungeons. I’ll triple in size and lose flight. There must be something else. Something that balances everything. I’m sorry if I become a burden but—” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. Just focus on not dying, my friend. Someday you’ll find your final form.” 
 
    Words of unrest reached us through the papers. Demis were being expelled, executed and persecuted in both the kingdom and the empire. Little did either of them know, but demis made up the bulk of their populations. So the border towns grew and became meccas for our kind. 
 
    This depleted both the empire and the kingdom of most of its citizens and drove these once starved border towns into swelled metropolises surrounded by refugee tents. Despite my earlier concerns, we had plenty of people in our territory and with them they brought knowledge. They claimed the wall as their own and taught how to farm, craft and hunt. 
 
    Though Demis had no people to call their own, they flourished together with little to no prejudice or class system. Mainly because of mutts like me and Des. Mutts often had random skill sets and values based upon ???. So it was impossible to isolate them as their own group.   
 
    When another six months had passed, we entered into our final dungeon for now. The Human Dungeon. It was right in the middle of the demonic capital but I took on my unbound form which had evolved into The Ancient Fallen, which had stats that far surpassed devils and angels alike. And the rest donned personas. 
 
    Des had no problems at all passing as a Serpocorpres, Lain just wore her most revealing outfit with the Masque of Lust and Merli changed her shape freely to fit in. Felna was the only one who stood out. 
 
    We tried all sorts of things to hide her. The Black Mage’s Garb, the Peerless Mask of The Fallen. Drow’s ears, goblin teeth… The only thing that seemed to work at all was pulling her behind us with a collar and chains. 
 
    She was also a demi, so they were all hostile to her at even the slightest deviation of what they expected and she was a shitty actress. 
 
    Still, thay allowed her into the Human Dungeon as a slave. 
 
    This dungeon was right next to the capital, a risk we wouldn’t have taken before we lost our candidate status. But now, we were free to travel as we saw fit and we’d taken full advantage of it over the past year. 
 
    We faced many ‘humans’ as we progressed in the dungeon. The core had changed things since the last time I was here and now, many of the men who served me and died were immortalized poorly by this core. 
 
    By now, we were all experienced with delving, so we shot through the first thirty floors without incidence, barring the safe rooms. 
 
    “Ew! Is that a demi?” “Look away and don’t make eye contact!” 
 
    Devils and Demons alike frequented this place. What is a devil and what separates them from a normal demon? It’s status, birth and contractual bounds mainly, also race. 
 
    Demons were often unable to read, write or handle large concepts. Devils often came from another world but the ones here were probably just— 
 
    “Ew, look at that one.” A devil said pointing to Merli. “It’s disgusting. It reminds me of—” 
 
    I interrupted their rants by challenging them to a dual. I won of course and they both gave us a higher level core in exchange for sparing their lives. 
 
    “Begone, whelps.” I said, trying to sound menacing. 
 
    Unfortunately my voice was still so clear and harmonic that It had a strange effect on them as they both bowed down instead of running off. “I’ll serve you!” “Please accept this contract! I’ll cook, I’ll clean I’ll lick your—” 
 
    “Des, some help please.” 
 
    Des slinked out from behind me and moved at a speed that normal people couldn’t perceive. She stuck to the edges of their vision, moving erratically with jarring shaking motions as she licked her claws. 
 
    Although this turned me on, it had a much different effect on them as they screamed ‘serpocorpres queen’ and ran off. 
 
    “Huh,” Des said, removing her mask. “I didn’t know serpocorpri had queens.” 
 
    “Me either,” I said, leaning down to kiss her. “But if they’re anything like you then they must be beautiful. Ow!” 
 
    A wedge of cheese hit me as Lain and the rest cackled but Des pulled me down for another kiss. “Only you could say something like that with a straight face.” 
 
    We rested there for a while but it was still too crowded to stay for long. So I did my best to not be affected by the fact that I was killing copies of my own men. I didn’t succeed and things got worse on the next floor. 
 
    The dungeon had decided that these next few floors would be haremite themed. And there we saw them. 
 
    “No!” Felna screamed as she saw Wick and Cirice’s sister. “That’s too cruel!” 
 
    I scooped her up and held her. “It’s not them. They’re just recreations, there’s even an Oblex and an Aundre in here and they’re both still alive. They just come from the people that fought around the capital. They’re like a painting.” 
 
    Felna nodded but the way her little fists clenched her staff told me she was anything but okay with it. 
 
    She cast Inferno, forked it, then raised a rock wall to protect us from heat. What was left afterwards were only the drops. 
 
    This dungeon often dropped health and mana potions, or their much less effective versions. Potions were a luxury that only nobility could afford and both the kingdom and the empire kept their creation a secret. This was one of two dungeons that offered them, making it a very profitable dungeon. 
 
    But we weren’t going to sell them. We were stocking up. 
 
    Drop chances increase if your soul level passed the level of the monster you kill, they also increase for one-shotting. It’s an incentive for a high level person to stay longer in the dungeon of course if we constantly returned to the same area then we’d eventually be met by a miniboss. It would usually have no drops or extremely rare chances for a drop to discourage us from farming a single area for too long. 
 
    I carried Felna down to the next floor as she cried softly. 
 
    It’s not any easier for me, Felna. 
 
    Lain had gained Monkey Grip, so now she wielded her great flail with one hand and her great shield in the other. She’d also spewed greater spells and heals whenever it was needed so she still clung to her turret style. 
 
    We’d upgraded her cores whenever possible and now she had two greater ancient cores in her gauntlets that amplified her power tenfold. But the gauntlets did have a downside. Their accuracy sucked. I mean it was still a lot better than barehanded but it lacked all the precision you’d get from a staff or wand type weapon. 
 
    Not that it was a huge problem for Lain who could spam spells faster than Oblex. She still wasn’t as fast as I was back in my hayday but she didn’t need to be. She’d learned to use flashier mid-level spells as distractions to strike or to get the monster's attention focused on her. Her flail was her true weapon of choice and now, she’d become the best trained person among us. 
 
    Merli had trained her on two handed techniques up until Lain got Monkey Grip, then I trained her on one handed techniques. Of course before us both she was already trained to death on shield use by her father and magic by her mother but it was Des and Felna that finally helped her find the right spells to use to fit her role. 
 
    She’d use Water Blast, followed by Arc-Lightning or Oil Pit followed by Combustion. She even learned how to use elemental combination spells like Quagmire and Flame Thrower, all so she could save enough mana for Perfect Heal when we needed it. 
 
    Despite how she always acts, she's very serious about protecting us and I often felt her resolve through our link as we fought. I’ve really come to admire her a lot more over the past year. She’s far stronger now than I ever was as a hero. 
 
    We tore through another ten floors and took a break as we waited for the boss room to let us in. Merli’s new evolutions had taken her in strange directions. I’ve often believed that the spells you find and the attributes and blessings you get are related to who you are as a person. 
 
    Merli had always lacked control in her life. She was tossed around and forced to kill, so all her spells and attributes reflected that. Control: control of her body, her enemies and her allies. 
 
    She was a vulnerable person at heart, who feared being alone or being overrun. But now she had a safe place to belong to. Lain had probably seen that side of her and even though Lain hates me flirting with women with large chests, she saw Merli differently after a while. 
 
    Merli had seen Lain, not as competition but as the woman I’d chosen or as another part of me. When Lain realized that, she embraced her and allowed me to make amends. 
 
    Merli’s powers had changed. Now she was able to cast the temporal AoE Phase Out. This allowed her to freeze an entire room in time which let us escape or plan as we needed when faced with an unexpected event. She could also use her Telekinesis on a massive scale or she could fuse it with her barrier and create something that mirrored Her Holiness’s Barrier Explosion. 
 
    When things got bad, Merli was our trump card that let us escape. But as a damage dealer, she surpassed even Lain in physical power. She too had developed her own combos. She’d use a brief telekinetic blast that knocked her opponent into the air then follow it up with her masterful sword work to finish it or she’d use her Physical Enhancement and her TK on her own sword to drive it harder or toss it as a spinning projectile of death around the room. 
 
    “It’s getting warm here.” I said as Lain and Merli flanked my sides and Felna sat in my lap. 
 
    “We can’t help it,” Lain said with a bright smile. “We need to recover mana, don’t we?” 
 
    I kissed her and felt a massive drain. She really was starving for mana. 
 
    Paz whimpered and Des hopped onto his back, scratching him behind the ears. “It’s okay, boy. You’ll get stronger some day!” Des said in an unusually enthusiastic way that made Paz sigh. 
 
    An idea hit me as I spoke my mind. “Paz, do you get stronger by fighting or eating?”  
 
    “Both,” he said. “But that only applies to hound, wolf or canine type beasts.” 
 
    “Then I know where we can go after this. Do deities count?” 
 
    “They should, as long as we have the same type.” 
 
    I tossed him a bone I’d toasted earlier and he happily gnawed on it as Des pet him. 
 
    The place we had to go after this was the sacred forest of the elves. They weren’t all bad and there were several different types of them but these ones in particular were assholes and slavers, so even if we killed their deity, I wouldn't lose a wink of sleep. 
 
    “Then, brother, I have just the place in mind.” 
 
    “Mhm,” He nodded, enjoying Des’s masterful scratches. 
 
    The doors in front of us lit up and Lain suddenly jumped to her feet, raising her fist high. “S-executioners go!” 
 
    I've been through this battle many times and… It’s different!? 
 
    A version of me poofed out of the fog. “I am Shtulls Sendarl!! Look upon me and quiver all ye demons!” Despite its words, it wore my torn armor from when I took the capital, blood splatter and all. It’s eyes were wide as I assume mine were at the time and it held my heavily enchanted mithril sword. 
 
    I hated that sword but I was forced to use it after my other weapons were too damaged. But to its credit it did sport my orichalcum buckler. 
 
    “I can’t!” Lain said, hiding behind me. “Don’t make me do it!” 
 
    The rest acted similarly excluding Des and Paz. Both of which understood that this was not me. 
 
    “Hey!” I said to them as Merli used her temporal magic to stop Dungeon Shtulls. “That guy wants to kill us. It’s not me, it’s not anything like me. It’s just a monster in my image. I’d be honored if you put it out of misery and out of our memories.” 
 
    I resumed my normal form and Lain cast regeneration on me. “Nevermind,” I said as I looked at it. “This is my battle, isn’t it? But was I really first boss material? CORE! I’m coming for you later! Why would you make your master into a first boss?” 
 
    I equipped my newest gear. My buckler had a built-in Counter that raised my limits up to ten times a day and my orichalcum sword was enchanted with Casternation X Ten. That meant that whenever it hit, it cast my most powerful spell from when I was the hero. I could’ve just used unbind and ripped my dungeon counterpart to shreds but I somehow felt like this was personal. 
 
    Maybe my pupil was trying to show me respect. But it was far more likely that this dungeon was just using me as a gimmick to draw demons in. I wouldn’t hate it for that but I sure didn’t like what I was seeing. 
 
    Merli’s spell stopped and D-Shtulls ran towards me as ten fire arrows formed behind it. I jumped back as it thrusted forward and dodged most of its spells as I cut low and caught its leg. 
 
    It hopped back and cast three Consternations in my direction. I swapped out to one of my wooden shields with a Backlash enchantment, knocking one of his spells back at him. He didn’t dodge like I would’ve and his own spell hit him hard. 
 
    “What is life…?” he said. “Is this all there is?” 
 
    I’m going to have a real talk with the core when we get to it! 
 
    It switched to melee, tossing its shield as a distraction and seamlessly switching to a two-handed grip as it over-committed to a thrusting attack. 
 
    I parried it and backhanded my sword as I spun, catching it in the back. 
 
    “My men...my loss. Was it all pointless?” 
 
    I cringed for it as I went for a follow up attack but it parried me this time, barely giving me time to react as it drove an off-hand dagger towards my face. 
 
    I spun on my heels, having gotten used to magicless fighting and drove my buckler into its temple. 
 
    It fell in a dramatic way, then rose slowly as… I repeatedly stabbed it. I never wanted to see this thing again! Core, you and I will have a long, long talk later! 
 
    Another monster appeared now that my phantom was at half health. It was my main Paladin, Gasara. He was a good man, and the final one to die. He was always wise, dignified and every word from him moved us. He was like our backbone right up till the end. 
 
    “Let me heal you, oh great hero!” Gasara said in a very scripted way. 
 
    I sighed as I rushed him, knocking him into a pit. “Ahhhh! The foul Demons have… EH!” 
 
    There’s no way he’d have time to scream all that as he was falling. Still, D-Shtulls rose, somehow regenerating. 
 
    “Foul demon! I’ll show you what’s what!” 
 
    I was done, so I…felt a sharp shiver down my spine and realized that I hadn’t equipped my beads. 
 
    “Nonono! Not now!” I yelled, looking woefully back at Lain. 
 
    “So you see your faults! Regret them and—” 
 
    “Cawcawk!” 
 
    “Uh… You demonic scum—” 
 
    “Caw...caw… Cawcocke!” 
 
    I tossed my pants back towards Lain as my hardening spell took front and center. I countered everything while two-handing myself. The core was lost and the script was tossed as I defeated myself in the worst way possible by using...myself and knocking it off the bridge. 
 
    Afterwards I ran to Lain like a lost child and she held me close, allowing me to cry into her perfect bosoms. I knew I did something bad, but when she comforted me… Wait a minute… 
 
    She wrapped me in a comforter and strapped me to her back as we moved on. 
 
    “H-hey… Let me—Mmph!” 
 
    Lain silenced me with smooches. I realize my mind was probably wrecked by now, but I’m not an invalid. 
 
    Together, the rest flawlessly passed the next fifteen floors as I sat silently, tied to Lain’s back like a strange middle-aged-man accessory. True, my body was fit, no fat whatsoever and hair that—Jeezus Lain! Holy hell, this is terrifying! 
 
    Lain took a lot of risks in combat and covered her slip-ups with AoEs; that meant that I was in for a very harrowing experience. 
 
    “Let me go!” I commanded the Lain creature. 
 
    “Nu’uh!” She countered. “Not until you're okay!” 
 
    Fifteen floors later as I kicked and struggled she finally…fed me smooches… 
 
    “Lain...mmph… Please!” 
 
    So she finally let me go but she clung to me and pressed my head to her chest. “I couldn’t help you back then, but I—” 
 
    “Gaze in awe for it is I, Oble… Oh, is that you Shtulls? And the little princess as well. Huh, you fought so hard to not marry her and yet here you are with her.” The figure of Oblex said, lowering his staff. 
 
    We all froze there for a time just looking at it in disbelief. 
 
    “O-Oblex!?” I said. 
 
    “Y-yes,” He replied mockingly.  
 
    I put my pants back on as he looked away in disgust. “Still flaunting that thing are you?” 
 
    “Still an asshole, are you?” I replied just as mockingly as he did earlier. “Are you the genuine—” 
 
    “Yes, dammit!” 
 
    Felna held my hand as we walked over to him. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Ah!” He sighed dramatically. “The king went nuts and commanded me to kill the ‘Monarch of Neutrality’ whoever that is. He then scoured the land for a person to become the next hero. Someone named Alaindre but she never came forth, so he chose someone with high stats and sent them after me for training in the field.” 
 
    “Kay…” I said after a measured breath. “That explains exactly nothing. Why are you here and more importantly, why are you pretending to be a dungeon monster?” 
 
    “That guy’s a psycho. Like, actually a psycho. I didn’t sign up for that shit, so I decided to hide out here until he goes away.” 
 
    “Right, right… But why are you pretending to be—” 
 
    “Because you caught me off guard! My boss room is on the upper part, unlike others,” he said, with a sharp grin that pissed me off. “And I was farming this floor for mana potions. Then you just come trouncing up all pantless and carried by a… Hmm, she really has a lovely face now that I… Anyway, fuck you and the whore you rode in on.” 
 
    I used unbind and Oblex’s eyes went wide. “Apologi—” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” He said, prostrating himself in front of us. 
 
    I sighed. This is Oblex to a T, he’ll do whatever it takes to survive but he’s always plotting something. “Rise, you—” 
 
    “Ooh, nice voice.” He said sitting back. “Say ‘never gonna give’—no! Say ‘love can touch’, oh nevermind… I can’t even tell you the lyrics… This world is shit.” He took out a large bottle of whisky from his storage and crossed his legs. “I already cleared this room, so we’re safe here. If you have glasses then come get some before I drink from daddy’s cup.” 
 
    “Daddy's cup?” Felna asked. 
 
    “Like this!” Oblex said, turning the bottle up and taking several large gulps from it. 
 
    We all gathered around him and he poured us each a drink, keeping the bottle for himself. Then we began to discuss things. 
 
    “AHAHAHA! So you’re cursed! That’s some grade A shit, man. Jesus, Cockeman! Not even the worst writers from earth would make a character like that. Wow… Also, I was joking about you being with Felna like that but now that I see you together like this, I can tell—” 
 
    “Sho yer Oblesh,” Lain said, now wearing her robes to be more comfortable but she still kept her gauntlets. “You trained my hubby and my lil’ wifey.” 
 
    “Uh...sure.” Oblex said, showing uncertainty. “Yeah, why not!” 
 
    “Ya didn’t teach her everything…” Lain said, lurching. “That’s—hwargh!” 
 
    “NOOO!” 
 
    Lain puked on Oblex then fell on her face. I picked her up and tried to fight her off as she went to kiss me. Luckily Des was already prepared for this and had a wet cloth ready to Clean Lain’s face. 
 
    Oblex on the other hand now sported a freshly created set of toxic garb. With Lain’s impressive stomach muscles, she’d been able to hit him with projectile accuracy. 
 
    He removed his royal robes and put on a strange stretchy top that said ‘Iron Maiden’ and some weird baggy pants as he sat back down. “I guess I deserved that for calling her...what I did. But it was a pun, if you were from my world then… Nevermind, it still would’ve flown like a led zeppelin.” 
 
    We drank more and talked more until the enemies in the area began to respawn. 
 
    “Automated Barrage!” Oblex said, interrupting himself mid-sentence. 
 
    A glowing sphere formed above his head and shot down all the enemies around us in a certain range. 
 
    “So, like I was saying… What was I saying?” 
 
    I’d only talked to Oblex like this once before. He called me an NPC but the night before I left the capital we drank together and he began to talk about a lot of stuff. Most of which I didn’t and couldn’t understand. What’s a car, or a teevee? But now he talked about songs, or rather he tried to but he could sing three words of any of them before he would curse. 
 
    “Man, I miss music. Yeah I liked games; RPGs were my favorite but really!? Why can’t I just sing the damned songs I like? I can think them, but I can’t sing them. Then there’s also the fact that I can’t reference some things. Check this out. Shtulls, I’m going to c*** you. What did I just say?” 
 
    “Uh, Shtulls, I’m going to csh you.” 
 
    “Exactly! That wasn’t what I was trying to say! Let’s talk about a cumbus—- engine. The fue- source is used to —— the pist—- in order to… Yeah, you get it now, don’t you? I can’t say anything that this world doesn’t want me to. And you, you’re coded. Go on, blaspheme a deity, denounce the king, I dare you!” 
 
    “My mother is a weirdo and the king is a puppet.” I said with a smile as I took his bottle away. “Also the former emperor was a shit father and the gods and goddesses of the four elements can suck my ass. Who else? Oh yeah—” 
 
    “You really aren’t bound, are you?” 
 
    Should I tell him that no one is, and saying things like that are high treason, so that’s why no one is able to say them? No, let’s not. 
 
    “No, and I’m the so called Neutral Monarch and this fine, passed out, woman is Alaindre my wife and my hero.” 
 
    After that, Oblex followed us throughout the dungeon, providing exactly zero help at all. I would’ve told him to fuck off but he was ernestly training Felna in the safe areas and he was keeping Paz company when we were fighting. He also had unique insights about everything. Cynessia was a world of restrictions. An oversized chess board with predefined limitations that stopped us from advancing through forced censorship and dire punishments. 
 
    But many of Oblex’s concepts could be put to use with magical substitutions. 
 
    “That’s how you can make a shower! Just one steam golem core and—” 
 
    I dodged another shield bash from the Dungeon version of Lain’s father. “Cool, but can’t this wait for—” 
 
    “AAARGH!’ Lain screamed as she crushed her father with her flail, breaking his top notch poise. “Why,” she said between blows. “Didn’t,” she struck again. “You tell me about draining!” Aundre’s dungeon equivalent had no words as she bashed it around mercilessly. “Hershel could’ve lived! If you’d only told me!” 
 
    I felt her rage as she fought her father. I knew that I should feel some jealousy but all I felt was envy. Herschel was her first but in a way I was also her first. Still, the whole experience felt bitter. As she finished off D-Aundre she ran back to me and hugged me. 
 
    “I don’t want Herschel, I only want you! But he didn’t need to die! If I’d only known then…” 
 
    “It’s okay, Lain. My first time was with a wizened mistress near the capital city. I sold my virginity just because I thought I needed to. Neither of us knew that we’d ever meet but I’m sure that if we did then we would’ve saved ourselves for each other.” 
 
    Lain closed her eyes and I kissed her, holding her close for several minutes. The feeling of her skin, the tightness of her embrace and the smell of her sweat; I loved everything about her. We were made for each other and nothing could change our feelings. 
 
    Besides, it was my experience that allowed me to satisfy four women every night. Without that, I never would’ve been able to support everyone. 
 
    With our experience, we were able to decimate everything this dungeon had to thwart us and finally, I had the pleasure of seeing Oblex cringe as his dungeon counterpart leaped forward. 
 
    “OH!” D-Oblex said, pressing his wrist to his forehead. “How vile! Humanity is so pure but ye demons are just filth! Come and attack me! Test my mettle and you'll surely find yourselves lacking!” 
 
    Oblex killed his copy in only a few seconds, though he continued to cringe right up until we reached the next safe room. 
 
    Felna and I snickered together, talking about D-Oblex. 
 
    “So what!” Oblex interjected. “So Dungeon me is a parody, who cares? How was Dungeon Shtulls? Huh? How’d you like him?” 
 
    “Real Shtulls is way more embarrassing…” Felna said after a moment. “He saved me with his cocke, literally. He killed a man with—” 
 
    Lain covered Felna’s mouth but Felna slipped out and continued. “But he’s a good man and even though he’s cursed, I’m happy we found each other. If only I wasn’t such a stupid little girl back then...” 
 
    “Yes,” Oblex said, his eyes darting around. “A cursed entity might find freedom… Perhaps… No, then maybe I could…” 
 
    Oblex had entered one of his trances. Before, I thought he was probably mana-touched but now maybe it was something else. Or more likely, it was just a big combination of everything. 
 
    He slinked off and began scribbling on the wall of the safe room as the rest of us sat around the fire. 
 
    For some reason I was more tired than normal, so I leaned back against Paz and moments later I drifted off. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 68: The Future - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Lain woke me and handed me a bowl of soup and some mutton we’d been saving. At first I thought this was dinner but seeing the other bowls laying around I knew it was a new day. 
 
    Oblex had filled the far wall with scribbles and was now biting his fingertips as he underlined a few things. Lain interrupted him, forcing a bowl into his hands. 
 
    Oblex tried to turn it away but Lain smacked the back of his head, knocking him out accidentally. She then healed him and this time, he took the food, shaking slightly as he walked over to me. 
 
    “S-so, anyway… I’m defecting from the kingdom and joining your faction. I’m going to oppose the gods and goddesses of this world and you seem to be the only one that isn’t under their thumb.” He looked back sharply and sighed in relief as he noticed Lain was across the room, feeding Paz. “Is she always so violent?” He asked barely above a whisper. 
 
    “She almost killed me when I made her laugh one time. But she can heal, so it’s okay.” 
 
    “B-but—” 
 
    “How is it?” Lain asked, standing just behind Oblex. 
 
    He turned towards her robotically. “G-great! Mmm!” 
 
    “Good!” She said, softly patting his back as he winced at her touch. 
 
    Lain sat down by me and I gave her a small peck before digging into her dish. The soup had rice, potatoes and mutton stock along with spring onions, garlic and mint. 
 
    Lain had really been exploring new foods lately since we had the money to buy new ingredients. She was always a great cook because Aundre was her teacher. I swear if I could choose one person to take with me during the war... Actually, I had a person like that, didn’t I? I wonder if he’s still alive now, that devil. 
 
    Either way, the soup was interesting and loaded with carbs which balanced out the mutton perfectly if you dipped it. It conveyed Lain’s sentiments to me. She was trying to give me energy but my fatigue wasn’t physical. It was from seeing all my dead men again. 
 
    I reached out and held Merli’s hand. I’m sure this wasn’t easy for her either. Seeing her former victim's faces, now knowing that they meant something to me. But that’s war, everyone thinks their side is the correct one. 
 
    I nodded to Oblex. “Let’s fuck them up. The powers that be should fall. This is my world, I was born here and I’ll die here. They have nothing to do with it.” 
 
    Oblex’s face scrunched up as he raised his glasses to wipe his eyes. “I’m sorry for calling you an NPC. You really are people aren’t you? Have I just been an asshole this whole time?” 
 
    “Yes.” “Yep.” Felna and I said. 
 
    The rest of the dungeon went by quickly up until we met Felna’s biological father. Before, I never paid him much attention because I didn’t even know his name. He was just a regular-looking dude with a large club and an impressive array of slow-yet-powerful spells. 
 
    “Felcrum, that guy was an arse.” Oblex said beside us. “He refused to play the game, so he was erased. Heh, I guess you took the opposite path, Shtulls, until you mooned the queen at least.” 
 
    Felna stepped forward. She never knew this man but she wanted to look upon him at least. Merli used Stasis and Felna walked around him examining everything she could see. 
 
    “I see,” Felna said as she examined his gear. “We were opposites. I never got his strength…” 
 
    “But you’re stronger than he ever was.” I said, pulling her back. “Just watch the way he fights.” 
 
    I beat him with only my sword. All I had to do was circle around him and strike whenever she tried to cast. He was an easy boss that I hardly remembered. But he was also Felna’s father. 
 
    Later, after we reached the next safe room, Felna stayed with Paz, her face solemn. 
 
    “How did he die?” I asked Oblex. “Felcrum, you said his name was.” 
 
    “Poison, it’s always poison.” He answered , nodding to himself as he spoke. “By the way, I ate mushrooms from the forest outside the castle until my Poison resistance reached 100%. It took me four years of constant diarrhea, sweating and vomiting. Their other method is to hire a succubus but my mana would make that impossible. Then, failing all those, they’d…” He sighed heavily. “Brand you as a traitor so that they could send an army against you. Or like now, with me, they’d send you on a suicide run and have the next hero become your assassin.” 
 
    “Heh,” I said with a laugh, “then we’re both gonners and we both reacted the same. Dungeons can become comfortable after a while, can’t they?” 
 
    He matched my tone and betterness as he nodded to me this time. “If only I had your regen, then I could’ve chosen a different dungeon. This one just loves to mock me…but it gives me mana potions.” 
 
    Tonight was my turn to cook again as Lain was cuddled close to Felna. I knew we wouldn’t be having sex and I felt Lain’s desperation cutting through me as her eyes stayed glued to my crotch and my ass. I was her hubby, her mana recovery and I brought her comfort just as she did me. 
 
    When we went without consummating our relationship for more than a day, things started to get painful for us. I wanted her in a way that almost forced me to tackle her and rip her armor off in a desperate fight to get inside her as quickly as possible and she felt a hundred times more desperate than I did. It was like torture but because Oblex was here and Felna was sad, we couldn’t do it. 
 
    I cooked some stuff… Lain’s sweat rolled down between her breasts as her muscular thighs peeked out under her robes. I couldn’t even taste my food as everyone’s words were drowned out by the sound of my heart beating. 
 
    I was a man; Lain was a woman and she was waiting for me. Longing to feel me inside her warm soft depths as I released my seed into her. 
 
    We made eye contact and my pants swelled as she began to pant. I knew that there was no way we could focus on anything else, so… 
 
    We set up a tent and dragged Felna in. Even though my heart beat for Lain, I didn’t want to leave Felna out, especially because of what she’d been through before. I wanted to show her that she had a place with us and, to Lain, feeling me coming into another woman through our link was foreplay. 
 
    I know I’d never feel the same. If another man even made eyes at her, I wanted to rip out his throat but Lain liked women and she had a very real fondness forFelna and the small, helpless animal types. Those without breasts or confidence, not that the two were linked but... Yes, Felna is cute. 
 
    I went slow with Felna, kissing her softly before undressing her and making my way down to her tiny nipples. She moaned softly as I sucked them, reaching down for my hand with her’s. She worked her way through my fingers and gripped me tight as I kissed down her soft stomach and through her blonde pubic hair to her wet sex. 
 
    Lain joined in, kissing Felna as I licked her. Then, when I began to slowly work lil’ Shtulls into his home, she began to moan, a tear rolling down her cheek. Felna could take me almost to the hilt but she was still tight. Be it nerves or insecurities, she always fought me the whole way in until I hit her cervix, then she gave up and relaxed. 
 
    I moved my hips in long slow strokes as Lain moved down to Felna’s nipples. Lain’s hand rested on Felna’s waist, feeling her passage swell whenever I thrust in. She pushed it down, increasing our pleasure as Felna’s pants became moans. Then as Lain covered Felna’s mouth, she bit her nipple, softly pulling it. 
 
    Felna’s muffled scream marked the start of her orgasm. Her muscles pulsed around me as her entrance threatened to strangle my shaft. 
 
    I could feel my orgasm building as I began to thrust deeper with harder force. I wanted to drive myself as far inside her as I could before I. 
 
    Lain came with me as I enjoyed Felna’s still waning contractions. It’d only been a few days since I’d come but somehow it felt like weeks.  
 
    Felna’s little toes curled up as she shook and Lain sealed her screams with a sloppy kiss. But, it wasn’t enough yet. I wanted Lain. 
 
    I stayed inside Felna for a long time as Lain and I praised her, cuddled her and teased her back to arousal. 
 
    When I pulled out, I watched her sex gape and contract, spilling a bit of my seed as she tried to cover it with her hands, red faced. 
 
    But now, fed by Lain’s lust, I was determined to fuck her. 
 
    Lain straddled Felna from the opposite side, as she lay her sex over Felna’s mouth as I moved around behind her. Lain’s hair had grown slightly, just enough for me to grab a handful of it as I slowly entered her. 
 
    Our pleasure was doubled as we both felt the same sensations at the same time. I felt each and every soft fold inside her as she felt the fullness of my rod. She was soft, warm and welcoming inside. Her body molded itself to me and provided a sensation that couldn’t be described in words. Then there was the fact that this was Lain. I was inside the woman I loved the most and even though we didn’t have long, my love for her grew with every thrust. 
 
    My orgasms with Lain were just as emotional as they were physical. But they were always the best. Coming at the same time was a guarantee and feeling what she felt and knowing how we both felt together… I only wish we could do it normally. If we could then We’d probably live the rest of our lives with me inside her. 
 
    But now, that didn’t seem likely with my uncertain future. 
 
    I couldn’t just go to The Valley of Naught and get rid of my curse. My curse was now the only thing that kept me from becoming a puppet like the king. I think my mother and father must’ve come up with this scheme some time ago. Knowing that their offspring would probably rise to power some day. 
 
    But dammit! I just want to fuck my wife! There’s nothing wrong with that, but we can’t do it without help and… 
 
    Felna passed out and I was forced to pull out of Lain. Out of the one place I never wanted to leave. 
 
    Lain kissed me passionately for a while before she lay down by Felna and pulled me down into her arms. 
 
    Merli and Des joined us and we all mana-cycled until Felna was recharged, then my breeding crest lit up and Merli blushed slightly as she spread her legs, inviting me in. 
 
    It’s strange to think that the race thought of to be the most primitive and brutal had the only maiden I’d taken. Merli lost her virginity to me and had never taken another. So part of her was exceptionally sweet and committed. She didn't have any hang-ups or baggage, she just wanted me for me. 
 
    I filled her as she held me tightly to her body, sandwiching my head between her breasts. After that I used my mouth and finger until she finished as well. Then as Des changed into her bodystocking with a hole, I entered her for ‘stretching’. 
 
    She was still so damn tight that sometimes I lost all feeling in my rod. But the past year had really made a difference for us. Now it wasn’t quite as painful anymore. Not that the slight pain dissuaded us. No, to her it was mixed with just as much pleasure. She loved any pain I gave her and she was incredibly submissive to me and Lain. Insulting her, slapping her, whipping her and tying her up drove her mad with passion. Des loved us so much that anything we did to her made her pant. 
 
    But, tonight, I was spent and I didn’t want Oblex hearing Des’ cute moans as she begged us for more, so after forcing myself as far into her as I could, we went to sleep. 
 
    When I awoke the next day, I was still inside Des. I wasn’t hard anymore but looking down at her and feeling her warmth, I quickly grew again. 
 
    She moaned in her sleep on top of me as I swelled inside her. I swallowed hard, looking around the tent. 
 
    Lain and the rest had left us, knowing full well what would happen when Des and I woke up. 
 
    But by now, Des and Lain were like sisters that shared everything. It’s hard to believe that they were once jealous of each other. I gently removed Des’ glasses and hugged her tight as I began to thrust into her in soft slow motions. I didn’t want to hurt her, but the pressure I was feeling inside her was too much for me. 
 
    She wrapped her legs under my knees instinctively as she pushed back against me. But I kept my steady rhythm pushing deeper and harder with each thrust until I was almost ready to burst. 
 
    Her hair was shoulder-length now and thicker than it had been before so I ran my hands through it, raising her lovely face towards mine. Des was always a beauty but now, she was my beauty. 
 
    I cupped her face in my hands and as her eyes flitted open, she sucked on my thumb with an expression of pure pleasure as she realized what was happening to her. 
 
    I came in her, thrusting as hard and deep as I could, pushing her up my chest with my shaft alone. 
 
    She softly bit my thumb as her hips shook on top of me and she rested against me, spasming every now and then as I twitched inside her. 
 
    Des’ waiflike frame had thickened up thanks to Merli and I’s effort to cycle demonic essence into her. Now, though Des was still painfully slender, her hips had filled out a bit and she’d gained muscle definition throughout her body along with her flexibility. She had abs, nowhere near as defined as Lain or Merli’s but they were there. What stood out to me the most was her beautiful face and her ribs, her clavicles and the way she moved. 
 
    Des had learned from a young age how to entice men but she’d also learned from me how to navigate a dungeon. Now those two things were at odds but when she was with me, she was always the sweetest, most feminine person that I’d ever known. All her reactions and the way she acted told me how much she cared. 
 
    I held her to my chest as we finished together, then we stayed like that. Pressed close to each other even after I swelled up inside her again. This was heaven and hell, I had to stay inside her for another hour or so. Initially, I thought she was talking crap but I’d felt the difference every day for a year now. I really was stretching her. 
 
    I began to thrust again as she closed her eyes and pressed her head to my chest. “Don’t…” She said, not really meaning it. “Just keep filling me for a while. Then someday, we can have sex without pain.” 
 
    I forced her hips down until I bottomed-out inside her. “That’s not what you want, is it?” 
 
    Her face looked like a portrait of lust as she tried to force me deeper. “It is but... Do me harder!” 
 
    I forced myself against her inner gates until they began to part. Her mouth opened wide in a wordless scream as tears streamed down her face until I slipped farther. She dug her nails into my sides, drawing blood as she moaned on top of me, coming from her pain. 
 
    After spending some time like that, moving in tiny strokes, I came and filled her two more times. But when I finally pulled out, nothing spilled from her. I gently ran my fingers through her hair, whispering sweet nothings until Lain opened the tent flap to give us breakfast. 
 
    She sat the bowls down and cleaned me and Des with her mouth before sitting down beside us and licking her lips. 
 
    We ate together for a while until Des mounted me again, facing away from me as she leaned against me. I wasn’t at full mast but after a few minutes I was already starting to spread her insides. 
 
    We had done this several times now after everyone had gotten comfortable with it. Two hours a day is a long time. So sometimes I’d stay inside her as we ate or bathed. 
 
    So, even though Des was breathing heavily and blushing, she and Lain continued talking as if I wasn’t balls deep into Des. 
 
    What a weird world I live in now. But honestly I wouldn’t trade it for anything. This situation was brought on by them. Des’ insistence and Lain’s acceptance. By the time we’d finished eating, Des slowly raised up and I watched myself slide out of her. She turned back around and kissed me, making sure that I knew how grateful she was. Then after picking up her glasses we moved on. 
 
    As we fought through the next few floors, we were all glancing at each other. We’d already built up a dependence and last night wasn’t enough. We’d basically tossed a shot glass’s worth of water on a house-fire. 
 
    So we did it again, hanging back on cleared floors for quickies as the rest moved on but things got weird when Felna got her turn. 
 
    We were back on the staircase. I’d just raised her up and entered her soft wet hole as Lain yelled for reinforcement. 
 
    Felna clung to my neck as I ran, still buried inside her. I could feel every breath she took as she cast her spells and I dodged the enemy. We came in the middle of combat, covered in blood and focused on other things but the thrill of it was something I’ll never forget. 
 
    Then, after another week of this, Oblex greeted us with red eyes as he recounted our bed talk. “Coming, coming, coming… You never left! Fuck you normie NPC assholes! Fuck every little last part of—” 
 
    “Brother,” I said, putting my arm around him. “The demonic capital has an impressive number of brothels. The cheapest is five reds. If you sell one potion then you have ten times more than that. You could even buy a woman’s freedom but whether or not she stays with you depends on her.” 
 
    “I couldn’t...that’s—” 
 
    “You could, you should and if you didn’t, then you’re a fool. Human diseases don’t transfer to demonic races and you’re not likely to have children without years of trying. Demons are far hotter and tighter inside than humans and more often than not, they have larger assets.” 
 
    “But,” Oblex said, licking his lips. “It’s wrong. What if they’re just doing it because they—” 
 
    “Then go to a succubus brothel.” I said. “No matter who you are or what you look like, they’ll welcome you. And with your mana, can you even imagine their delight when you walk in?” 
 
    Oblex’s bloodshot eyes darted between the members of my party as he began to breathe heavily. “I can buy one, but what if I—” 
 
    “Don’t, unless you really have a connection with them.” I said, remembering Helena. “You can’t build a castle without a good foundation. Talk to them and find the one that pleases you. Only then, should you buy their freedom.” 
 
    He nodded his head, murmuring to himself as we moved on. The rest of the floors just rehashed earlier challenges until we reached the final boss-room. 
 
    Once again, I coached everyone on what to say. 
 
    “Behold! I am the first light, humanities…oh. Welcome, master. Do you wish to fight?” 
 
    “No!” We all answered. But there was one asshole amung us. “YES!” Oblex said, redying his staff. 
 
    “NO!” I said again, dragging Oblex aside. “The hell’s wrong with you!? Just say no!” 
 
    “But then we wouldn’t get his drops.” 
 
    “Like hell! I’m here to talk to the core. We’ll get all the drops!” 
 
    “Talk to...the core? Is that a thing?” 
 
    I slapped the mage until he gave up and changed his answer to no. 
 
    Then, I told the human dungeon off for a good hour as I lectured it. 
 
    It provided us with several good traveling supplies, a few raw resources and all it’s final drops including the flail of love and life which Lain claimed directly. After that I complained about my phantom and the dungeon promised to raise me up a few floors and initiate a new battle and we began to negotiate in earnest. 
 
    It gave me a mountain of potions and I shared with it some obvious tips, followed by some quality of life suggestions. Then I dug in deep. 
 
    “Human heroes fight as a party. So it would be better to have at least two or three others with them. Try to vary their skills but each party has to have one tank, one damage dealer and one ranged DD or Healer. It’s best if you can do all five but adjust it for fairness.” 
 
    “I see,” the core projected. “Then how were the drops?” 
 
    “Not good,” I replied after a measured silence. “The potions in the earlier levels have too high of a drop rate which disincentivises people from going to higher levels. You also lack any sort of real challenge in your upper levels. You need an iron wall, a monster that has an insanely high kill rate.” 
 
    “What about me?” The Dungeon version of the first hero, Aurias protested. “I’m not an easy—” 
 
    “Yes you are.” “I’ve beaten you ten times now.” Oblex and I responded as Aurias hung his head. 
 
    “Look, man,” I said, putting my hand on his shoulder. “The stories of your human counterpart praised his teamwork. The real Aurias was a tank, he had automatic regeneration, wore the heaviest of armors and wielded the largest of weapons. You have all that, but he wasn’t the one who sealed the deal. It was all his damage dealing companions who did that. Aurias was just a banner carrier who could take an ungodly amount of damage. Alone, he’s just a sitting duck.” 
 
    “B-but ducks can be vicious!” 
 
    “...Yep.” 
 
    Luckily Oblex had stolen a great many tomes from the kingdom and finally understanding what this was all about, he provided them to the human dungeon core. 
 
    The core throbbed with a bright light as it used Telekinesis to rifle through their pages. 
 
    “Anything! I’ll give you anything you want if you let me keep these!” The core projected to us. 
 
    Oblex shrugged as he looked between me and the core. 
 
    “Do it,” I whispered to Oblex. “Ask it for unique gear, or—” 
 
    “I don’t need any,” Oblex said, donning his royal set. “I have the finest gear this world has ever created. I kept my spells standard and maximized my power because I already knew how it all worked. I don’t want trinkets. Oh, but I would like these cleaned, whatever her vomit is made of, it’s extremely resilient to Cleanse.” 
 
    “It’s holy vomit!” Lain said proudly about something she should be ashamed of. 
 
    “Right, well, clean these robes and I give the rest of my reward to Shtulls.” 
 
    “Oi! Are you sure about that?” I asked him. 
 
    “Yeah, besides I stole those books just to trade them. I’ve already memorized their contents. Have you forgotten who I am? Also your armor is shit. You look like a magnetic man who rolled through a cutlery drawer combined with a hunter who likes nipples. That’s goblin leather, isn’t it?” 
 
    Something about his tone told me that this was an exchange, not a gift. “So, what do you want in exchange?” 
 
    “Kill the psycho hero that’s chasing me or at the very least protect me until we reach your territory.” 
 
    “Agreed!” I shook his hand, then told the dungeon my requests. 
 
    I wanted better tools for my Artificer job and more neutral cores. I had to offer up a few for it to consume before it understood how to make them. But because we went back through The Draconic Emperor Dungeon I had a few to spare. 
 
    In exchange for giving it back all its orichalcum ores it crafted me an almost perfect recreation of the armor I once wore and after several more hours, it produced seven perfect metallic spheres. I examined them and their energy filled me, marking that as near perfect recreations of neutral cores. After that, it gave me several new tools but they were only marginally better than my old ones. 
 
    I could feel its regret as it offered to fulfil the rest of my request with crystals but after asking it how much mana a crystal cost versus how much mana a medium potion costs it came out in an almost one to one ratio. So we obtained a massive amount of potions which could be traded on either side of the border for a fortune. 
 
    Then, because I wasn’t an asshole. At least not to my pupils, I fought several mock battles against all the bosses in phantom form with the core’s revisions. I only used low tier spells and my own physical talen as I dispatched them. Then I’d fight again after a break as the core adjusted the difficulty. 
 
    Phantoms weren’t as powerful by any means as their dungeon counterparts but seeing how I fought and understanding all the exploits I used let the core adjust its tactics and difficulty. 
 
    After I got tired, I tagged out with Des. She was the next most experienced among us but her level of exploiting put mine to shame and if the core based everyone’s skill on her’s then this dungeon might fail. 
 
    “Combine the two,” I told it. “That should perfectly simulate a normal party of five. Also create a siege level at the midpoint. Add in friendlies as well and human armies with siege weapons. A narrative might push you out of being the demon’s version of the potions dungeon and into your own thing. With your love of lore, this could really let you craft a story. An experience that moves people beyond just your drops.” 
 
    “I could...create lore?” The core projected. 
 
    “Yes, everything that happens within these walls is your doing. So make a fascinating narrative and let people live in the world you create.” 
 
    Light ebbed from it in warm waves as it produced as many neutral cores as it could. They gradually shrunk in size until they were about as large as a marble and I stopped it. 
 
    Lain and the rest had already set up camp behind us, so it spawned a healing font and a very interesting set of tents. 
 
    “What are these?” I asked as I examined them. 
 
    It was Aurias that answered. “The tents from my time. The outside walls are made of fabric and poles so all you have to do is unroll them then attach the roof. It’s sturdy, convenient and quick to deploy.” 
 
    “Can we keep them?” 
 
    “Of course,” The core projected, having already recovered from its manaloss. “I wish I could offer you more, Master, but this is the last unique thing I have. But…” It projected with a happy voice. “If you come back next year, then I’m sure I’ll have a lot of new things. I’ll make a place here that will feed people’s interest and let them live out the battles of old!” 
 
    We left the next day after donning our disguises. Oblex looked at us with tilted brows, he lingered for longer than necessary on Felna and her chains and collar. 
 
    “Ah, you’re all perverts. Heh!” 
 
    “No,” I said with a sigh as I yanked Felna along behind us in my unbound form. “It’s just that Felna is not good at lying. It’s a trait I admire but here, it hurts us.” 
 
    “What about that one?” Oblex asked as we watched Lain dash between food stalls, ordering an assortment of what they offered. 
 
    “She’s a genuine 50/50. Succubus general and human hero. But she’s so much more than that for all of us. We all love her and if you say even one unkind—” 
 
    “I see, but how does she have a tail? I remember her armor, but now she’s wearing succubus garb. How does the tail fit in?” 
 
    I swallowed hard. The ‘tail’ fit into a certain place and was an accessory we often used at bed-time. 
 
    “Uh-um… It just works. Don’t question it and don’t stare at it either!” 
 
    After Lain returned from her street stall shopping spree, she distributed the food among us and we were all happy to have something new. The Demonic Capital had a plethora of new and unique spices, so you never knew what you were getting. 
 
    Then, the unthinkable happened as Lain bent over to hand Felna her share. Oblex grabbed her ‘tail’ and began examining it. I tried to call out to her, but Lain was already running towards Paz. 
 
    The tail slipped out and Lain stopped running and fell to her knees as Oblex held it, noticing the distinctive end. 
 
    “Oh, it’s a butt plu—” 
 
    I quickly pulled it from his hands and put it back where it should be as Lain moaned loudly. Luckily, succubi were common here so seeing one arching her back in ecstasy on the streets was just another tuesday. But Oblex had lived up to his reputation. He wasn’t capable of fighting off his curiosity nor was he able to pick up on social cues. 
 
    Lain’s disguise was cobbled together out of requested gear but...I’m hard as hell now. No, I mean, he shouldn’t have done that. 
 
    Now I had two main objectives. I needed to get Paz to powerup by killing the guardian beast of the hidden elves and I needed to fulfill my promise with Oblex and send him on his way.  
 
    Suddenly, sending Oblex on his way rose to my top priority. Well, after filling Lain’s second hole. Seeing her reactions had reminded me of how sensitive it was. And even though it wasn’t productive, it felt amazing for both of us. 
 
    Merli and Felna already knew the drill as we slinked off to a dark alley. I retook my normal form as Lain lubed me up with her hot mouth, working in soft long strokes down my shaft as Felna buried her face in between Lain’s lower cheeks. 
 
    We both felt a bit guilty for doing it this way but it was what she wanted and Felna was more than willing to kneel between Lain’s powerful legs and put her tongue to use. Merli on the other hand supported me, using her hand to guide me into Lain’s back entrance. 
 
    I thrust forward slowly as I felt her rear entrance give. Lain wasn’t trying to fight me but biology told us both that this was wrong. That made it all that much better as her strong muscles gradually gave way and all-at-once I was inside her as her sphincter clenched around me, threatening to strangle my shaft as Lain moaned, her excitment peaking both from Felna’s tongue and my extreme insertion. 
 
    She came, which caused me to fill her bowels with my seed as I slammed into her and held her close. You might think that this would’ve taken minutes but from start to finish, it was only a few seconds of pure bliss. 
 
    We were already desperate and seeing her publicly humiliated had lit a flame inside me. Then as I filled her where no babies could be born, I leaned in as she tilted back to kiss me. It was the perfect moment. Lain’s glutes were massive and seeing myself entering her from behind drove me wild. I also felt her impatience as I rubbed myself against her back entrance then, the unparalleled joy and pride she felt as her muscles gradually relaxed and accepted me inside her. 
 
    I came in her again as I remembered it and she pressed herself flush against me, accepting everything I had inside her. 
 
    All of one minute later we re-emerged from the alley with Lain’s ‘tail’ keeping my seed inside her. 
 
    I knew that she’d be digesting my seed but somehow that turned me on again. Though there was no reason to, she had packed it all in and sealed it with a plug. Her ass and her tail suddenly became the most interesting things in the world. But Felna and Merli were out of juice so I kissed them both after using Unbind again, filled them with my mana. The way they blushed and the faces they made almost had me running back into that alley but we had to move on.  
 
    From the moment we left the dungeon, Oblex had been exchanging Personas at a surprising rate. But now he wore the robes and the persona of a Cardinal.  
 
    “Who the hell skinned a Cardinal?” I asked him. 
 
    “I did, how else could I get this disguise?” 
 
    Even though my curse had made me cringe, this was the first time I cringed for another.  
 
    “You’re a fucking Red Cardinal! A heretic, in the demonic capital; standing right next to an Ancient Fallen who everyone stares at! Fucking, change into—” 
 
    A familiar feeling came over us. Lain drew her weapon followed by Des and Merli as Paz huddled low and growled. 
 
    A candidate was here. It’s true we weren’t being tracked anymore because we moved outside of the system. But, the demonic empire was a hostile faction to me and if I messed up, then they’d try to kill me on the spot. That would drag everyone into a warlike situation and we didn’t have an army. 
 
    The air grew cold around us as the ground darkened with black ice. The thing that emerged looked like a swirling ring of tattered robes. It was ethereal in nature, its form transient and opaque. 
 
    “Shtulls Sendarl,” It said after it had fully coelessed. “Many would say that you share the name of the hero. Yet the hero was human, was he not? I don’t think so, I think the hero was something more. He had silver eyes, just like yours and more importantly he was once a candidate for the throne.” The creature drew a large scythe and smiled with its blackened teeth. “But, if he was you and he became the Monarch, then quite the banquet has appeared right in front of me.” 
 
    I drew my heavily modified orichalcum sword which was no more than a dagger at my current size and began charging it with my mana. 
 
    “Oh, but even though my status shows his name above you, the name of a hostile ruler, there’s no way he’d be here, is there? And no way he’d be anything but a human. The Kingdom doesn’t take non-humans as heroes do they?” 
 
    “They do, pretty often too.” Oblex said, fucking up everything. 
 
    “Oh, then… I’d have to offer him a quest. Heroes slay villains, don’t they?” 
 
    I swallowed hard. If we were in peak condition with our best arms and armor then we could probably take this guy. But his ethereal form told me two things. He was strong against physical attacks, dark and fire. Felna was a Fire-Mage because of her blessings and Lain and Merli were both physical attackers. Des used dark and there was guarantee that Oblex wouldn’t just run off and leave us to die. 
 
    I could use the Hatred pool but all this fighting would draw the guards and we’d end up facing off against the entire city, even if we won. 
 
    “What’s your quest?” I asked, reading between the lines. “If the hero were here, then he’d probably accept it.” 
 
    The creature smiled, revealing its skeletal face as it sheathed its scythe. “Good! It’s a normal quest, one that’s perfect for a paladin and a fallen. It’s killing a greater undead, a demonic candidate no less! It has an army, and an ability that… Well, we’re a bad match. Kill this candidate and return to me with its ring. Then, I won’t track you to the ends of earth and finish you in your sleep.” 
 
    “Won’t you do that anyway?” I asked as the creature grinned at me, its withered lips forming a grotesque smile. 
 
    “I will,” it said. “But only after I become Emperor. It’s a fair gamble, wouldn’t you say? There’s no guarantee that I’ll win against the rest but I know I can’t win against this one. So, give me their ring or I’ll come for you and my eyes see all. I’ll know if you try to deceive me to escape.” 
 
    “Fine, I accept.” I said, a bit too quickly. “So where is it?”  
 
    “OH!” The creature said, its chilling face inches away from mine. “How eager you are, even though you’re a Monarch! South by southwest in the ruins of the former Emperor’s castle. Your ‘Red Cardinal’ there should know exactly where it is.” 
 
    Oblex let out a big sigh as he summoned up a miniature sun in the sky. “Or I could just level the city and you with it, then walk away.” 
 
    The whole creature’s body snapped to Oblex as it suddenly appeared beside him. “Then, you’d what? Starve to death as you walked through the seared plains and ashen wasteland. You’d not find any caravans or be able to bolster your supplies. Then, most importantly, your spell wouldn’t kill me. I’d just vanish before it hit and then you know how the rest would go.” 
 
    Oblex canceled his spell and reabsorbed his mana, an ability unique to him. “Fine…” 
 
    I nodded and unfortunately we were diverted whilst in the middle of being diverted... 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 69: Love, Death and Absurdity - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Oblex had no problems at all in guiding us to the ruins of the former capital. We’d flown there right after leaving the city. I didn’t want to tell him we could fly, his world view is incredibly narrow. It’s like all he knows are puppet nobles and dungeons. 
 
    I wondered if he’d ever interacted with anyone who wasn’t part of the incredibly restrictive royal court. I guess if that was all I’d ever seen of this world then I might start to think like him: that everyone was a puppet. 
 
    He laughed like a little kid as he rode behind Des on Paz’s back. Seeing him smile was strange, he often laughed to himself but when he did, it was a bitter laugh that never reached his eyes but now he was laughing in earnest as he enjoyed the experience. 
 
    Somehow that made him seem more human to me. He wasn’t just some overly jaded guy anymore he was now just a man. 
 
    I carried Lain on my back with her powerful arms around my neck as Felna rode in my arms. Ideally Merli would carry Felna but Merli wasn’t as strong as me in her unbound form as she mainly relied on wind magic in addition to her wings. 
 
    I flew without spending mana and Felna’s tiny weight meant nothing to me. But for Merli, it would mean being weaker when we landed. And we already knew that we couldn’t afford to be weak anymore. 
 
    Besides, I enjoyed carrying her and Lain did too. The way she’d cuddle up to me made us both aww and swoon at her. Felna’s cuteness could only be matched by Des without her glasses. But yeah, here we are, flying together. 
 
    “He—he looks like a little kid!” Felna yelled, trying to overcome the roaring winds. 
 
    “He does!” Lain yelled back. 
 
    We all agreed that seeing Oblex enjoying himself was a rarity as we made our way towards the scorched ruins. 
 
    I’ll be honest, Oblex had always annoyed me but now I understood him a bit more. He’d never really engaged with this world. He formed an opinion moments after being summoned and stuck to it. But now that things had gone beyond his predictions; yeah. Some part of me wanted to protect him as he was right now. 
 
    We landed close to the abandoned ruins. Now that we all knew that killing a candidate would strengthen Merli and I, we weren’t opposed to killing them. The last one had convinced us by having the upper hand. He knew that win or fail, we couldn’t take an entire city. But he didn’t fully grasp that we were never afraid of him, just of our terrible odds at that time. So, at least for me, this would be a two for one feast. We’d kill this one, then withhold the proof. 
 
    That way we could kill him too once we never returned. I was hoping he’d track us down as Merli and I could use more power. That was why we were defeating dungeons. Our gear was already in the ultra rare and legendary ranks but gear can only take you so far. We’d already killed two other candidates since the hatred dragon. But they were weak and we hadn’t gained enough from them. 
 
    “Ooh,” Oblex said as he looked at the blackened castle that loomed in the distance. “It’s amazing so much of it still stands. I thought that Devouring Sun had melted it. Temperature-wise it should have, I mean stone melts at around eleven-hundred degrees but wow, good job you backwards assholes, you managed to build something strong.” 
 
    “Devouring Sun?” I asked. “Was that what you used to kill the Emperor of your time?” 
 
    “Yep, I never even saw the guy. I just roasted it all and went on my way after getting the achievement. Should I do it again?” 
 
    “No!” I said. “If you do that then we can’t even enter the place.” 
 
    “Devouring Sun…” Felna said after a time. “I think I cast that once.” 
 
    Oblex adjusted his glasses as he looked at her. “Are you sure? It’s lesser variant is Sunfall. Even with your double blessings for fire, that would be hard for you.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said, shaking her head. “I wasn’t thinking right at the time, so… Yeah, it was probably that.” 
 
    He sighed as he looked at her. I was still holding her in my arms even though we’d landed some time ago. I just loved the feeling of her in my arms and she naturally embraced me, so why fight our natures. Also, Lain made big eyes at us when she saw it, so… 
 
    Oblex clapped his hands, then he leaned in towards her. “Defame the Kingdom or criticize the gods.” 
 
    “Umm, my father tried to use me and umm… Uh, don’t make me denounce a deity that might help me someday! Uh… Shumetareth abandoned Paz, so screw that guy!” 
 
    Oblex came alive at her response as he leaped and shook his fist. “YES! You’re not a tool! Great band but not the sort of person I’d train. I’ll teach it to you, you and I have similar mana-pools so it shouldn’t be that hard for you after I explain—” 
 
    We were interrupted by a hail of arrows. The arrows were massive and impossible to block with a shield. Merli took my hand. I cycled my mana into her as she raised a large barrier, subbing in her TK when needed for the larger ones. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want me to just roast the place again?” Oblex asked in a dry tone. 
 
    “Yes, if we don’t eat the candidate, then this is all worthless!” I answered. 
 
    So we ran in bursts, stopping for cover every now and then until we reached high arches of the castle propper. 
 
    This place was beautiful or at least at some point it was. But even seeing it now, I could feel its history filling me with promises of forgotten lore. Then, Lain and I forced apart the iron gates and we were suddenly beset by a massive amount of demonic undead knights in full plate armor. 
 
    Oblex began to chant but before he finished, they all evaporated from Lain’s words. 
 
    “Holy Aura!” 
 
    Her aura’s range was huge even before I met her but now that she was a Paladin, it stretched as far as we could see. In its upgraded state, it now even cleansed normal undead. 
 
    That meant that I was resigned to my role as her mana-battery and we had a pass all the way to the first boss. 
 
    A less riveting experience, there never was. It was now just a long walk while holding Lain’s hand. It was perfect, and I enjoyed every moment. The architecture of this place really was incredible and I hated the fact that the vast majority of it was destroyed. But after going deep enough, I began to recognize things from my vision. 
 
    This place was my residence when I was the emperor. Even the core was in the same room, though right now, it wasn’t a core at all. But as I walked the same path I had with Lel, we arrived at the same place. I flew to the inactive core and dug through its layers until I ripped it’s base free. 
 
    “A primordial core,” I said as I looked it over. “I never thought I’d see one.” 
 
    “Primordial!?” Oblex said, damned-near falling on his ass. “What are you going to—” 
 
    I popped it in my mouth and sucked on it for a time, before exchanging it with Merli in her unbound form with a kiss. Her unbound form stood several heads taller than me and even though it looked more delicate than her normal form, its proportions were too sexy. She had wide hips, a painfully narrow waist and breasts so large that you could sleep on them. 
 
    Des used unbind, and it became a threeway as we passed the core between us. 
 
    “Damned normies…” Oblex uttered before exploring the rest of the room. 
 
    Lain stayed with us, reaching under her robes as Felna and Paz joined Oblex to search for other treasure. 
 
    We watched the rest, making sure they stayed within our sights but we were intoxicated by the power of the core as we swapped it between us. I entered Merli first. Even though she was larger than me, part of me was still larger.  Sliding into her in this form was ideal. She felt no pain and I got to enjoy her cute reactions for longer as we kissed each other, sharing the core’s essence. 
 
    But I wasn’t selfish, at least not when it came to sharing power; pleasure was a different thing. Des came over in her unique form that was both darkness and wind and Merli welcomed her, still holding the core between her lips. 
 
    Des kissed her for a while as I continued to plunge into Merli, spreading her large legs and resting them on my shoulders as I admired the view of me thrusting into her. 
 
    Lain moaned beside us as I used everything I had to suppress my first orgasm. I watched her in her personal hell as she desperately fought the urge to rub herself. But Lain still spread her legs to show me what I was missing out on. 
 
    Des kissed Merli, being several times smaller than either of us. Her unbound race was Greater Darkness Demon: Manichaeismia. She was her regular size but she had a wealth of abilities that she could use. 
 
    As Des kissed Merli, she simultaneously kissed me. After her evolution, my mana became more compatible with her and she drained me slightly, so now, she could take in more of the core, converting it as she moaned into my mouth. 
 
    She straddled Merli’s face, changing the lips that Merli was licking. 
 
    Merli was not into women, but Des was everyone’s exception. Merli perceived Lain like another me but in this state, Des had no form. She was a shifting horror to anyone that didn’t know her but to the ones that did, she was as pretty and eloquent as ever. 
 
    I kissed Des, feeling her formless tongue as she entered my mouth. Behind us, a conversation erupted. 
 
    “No,” Oblex said as they all examined a burnt portrait. “That’s their daughter. Why would you ever think it was a dog? Look, there’s a ribbon!” 
 
    “You burnt too much!” Felna said, tilting her head. “That’s definitely a dog. I mean, who has hair like that?” 
 
    Paz woofed, projecting to each of them as they tried their hardest to ignore us. 
 
    “Ah, you have enlightened me, demon-hound.” Oblex said as he tilted the painting. 
 
    “You’re right, boy!” Felna said, musing. “I does lack a splendid butt-hol—” 
 
    Lain’s moan interrupted them as I came into Merli. Merli and I were very similar people, we didn’t always react when we came. That was our training and our experience in action. If an enemy cuts you, you don’t yell ouch! Likewise if you're coming, you don’t always yell about it. 
 
    But I felt it; Merli’s muscles were clenching around the base of my shaft as I filled her. She forced the core deep into Des’ depths with her tongue and Des followed us as Merli worked her tongue inside her. 
 
    “Yep,” Oblex said, looking around the room at all the burnt paintings. “Not even one splendid butt-hole amung them. There should be a gallery dedicated to butt— ” 
 
    Des’ moans interrupted them as she came. “Oh god! I feel it inside me!”  
 
    Oblex sprinted away, rolling into various walls as we all came behind him. “Yep, this hurts but I think there’s no hidden passages here at least.” 
 
    “Why are you doing that, Master?” Felna said, as I thrust deeper into Merli to plant my seed. 
 
    Her words were normal and Oblex had taught her magic, so he was her master but as I kissed an adorable Des while she came; Master had a far different meaning to me right now. 
 
    Though we all drained the core as much as we could, it was its own thing. To our surprise it didn’t disappear after we drained it. It began accumulating more mana on its own. 
 
    This was a never ending font of power. That’s probably why it was the core of this place. 
 
    I was reminded that this wasn’t a dungeon, it was the lair of a candidate who could raise and control undead. 
 
    After I had Des clean us with her mouth, we set off again as Oblex muttered things under his breath. 
 
    I took Lain’s hand again after she kissed me in a way that said we’d definitely be trying for a baby soon. She used Holy Aura and we doubled back to the boss-room. Knowing the nature of this place. This room wasn’t just a boss room. It was just an undead version of a trap set by an earlier demonic emperor. 
 
    The room was segmented like a large target pattern and had pits. This meant that me, Des, Paz and Merli would be taking on tank and close DD roles. 
 
    I flapped my wings, rising up and readying— 
 
    “Sunfall!” Oblex yelled as a miniature sun appeared in the middle of the room, killing the boss. “See Felna, that’s Sunfall.” 
 
    Felna clapped her little hands. “Wo~ow! That’s amazing, Master!” 
 
    My neck popped as my eye twitched. My curse and I were in agreement about something but thankfully Lain noticed and leaped into my arms, kissing me until I calmed down. 
 
    We left after getting some charred chunks of mithril from the boss. Those were probably legendary weapons at one time but they’d been burnt twice now, so chunks were a good description. 
 
    Well, they did have a bonus to fire enchantment now, so they’d work well for Felna’s staff. Though she had several now, she still used my Sad Warscythe. It was our ongoing project and we’d actually replaced most of its components, including the handle and the blade. So was it really the same staff, anymore? 
 
    Felna ran behind Oblex and my curse hit me again. This time it seemed like it was physically punching my spine as I arched my back, my teeth chattering as I resisted it. This was just like that one time with Des, but mentally, it was worse. 
 
    I bred Lain for 0.5 seconds to relive it. Just an in and out, tip only. That was the only way we could continue. But now I felt Lain’s lust filling my mind along with my jealousy. 
 
    The next boss-room was similar as Oblex conjured a larger version of the spell that melted the stone we needed to walk over. 
 
    “That was Manifest Sun. How did you like it?” 
 
    “I loved it, Master!” Felna said, clasping her hands together. 
 
    My spine actually popped this time as my gums bled with my effort to resist my curse. 
 
    My cute little Felna was happily trotting behind another man, calling him Master and praising his every move. 
 
    Poor Merli, She had to save me as I stayed in Lain for a minute this time before I was in control of myself again. I was going to take Felna soon. That was the only thing I could do that would spare us from a fight with Oblex. 
 
    But...in the back of my mind, I realized that the curse wouldn’t be triggering like this unless it needed to. Felna was being led away from me and that filled me with rage. Then again, the curse might just be taking advantage of my vulnerable state. 
 
    But, thankfully we were now at the final fight. The largest doors that we’d seen yet. Inside, as if to confirm everything were two massive thrones, supposedly belonging to my grandparents. But only one was filled. 
 
    We all felt it’s aura as it coated us with a sticky film of darkness. Its eyes glowed with a soft golden light as it stood, its robes flowing around it like black flames. It’s delicate skull peeked out from its hood as it stood. 
 
    “Felna?” Oblex uttered. 
 
    “Yes, Master?” 
 
    “This is—” 
 
    The Greater Lich vanished and appeared behind him, their scythe cutting into his neck, severing his windpipe and cutting off his spells. 
 
    My curse went through in my shock. I used Blood For Blood and appeared behind the Greater Lich using Oblex’s blood as my catalyst. 
 
    I grabbed it with all my strength, tearing it away from him. “You fiend!” I said, yelling at Oblex as I kicked him away. “How dare you handle such a beautiful woman so harshly.” 
 
    I spun the Lich around in my arms and gently caressed her skull. “Are you okay, my dear, sweet lady?” 
 
    The Lich’s jaw dropped open as I brought their hand up to my lips and kissed it. “Good,” I said after a while. “His blood didn’t stain the pure white beauty of your bones. God, you’re so amazing! Become mine, and let me look upon you day and night. Your pure ivory bones along with your delicate motions, you must have been a beauty queen when you were alive but now, you’re so much better.” 
 
    Her scythe vanished as she tentatively held her skeletal hand to her chest. “My lord, you flatter me...but...aren’t I hideous? I was once the queen of this castle but, now…” 
 
    “Now my only wish is to ravish you and spill my seed on your bones!” I said, taking her into my arms again. “I will always cherish you in every way. It’s not that you were a queen, it's that you still are. Your beauty inspires me!” I fell to my knees and kissed her small skeletal feet as she chuckled. “I’ve come this far, so can I come with you?” I asked, shocked that my crotch swelled. 
 
    But really, her pure reactions and beautiful voice as she laughed played a large part. I’d bedded hundreds of women, spending all my coin but I lived for honest reactions like these. 
 
    “S-stop!” She laughed, trying to push me away from her feet. I looked up at her and I could almost feel her knees give out as she looked at me. “Brave knight, I know you’re lying to me, but I enjoyed the illusion while it lasted. Whatever your request, I’ll grant it with—” 
 
    I stood and guided her hand into my pants, letting her feel me. “I wouldn’t lie to you. This is for you, and caused by you. So how will you relieve me?” 
 
    “Sun—” Oblex coughed. “Med...sun—” 
 
    Just when he began to chant I picked up the lich and began to run. Even though the curse had been speaking through me, it didn’t lie. I was honestly charmed by this Lich. Her musical voice and girly mannerisms had won me over. So as a searing heat hit behind me, I covered the Lich with my body, protecting her from Oblex’s spell. 
 
    My wings burned away as my fine marble skin charred and cracked. 
 
    “Why!?” The Lich asked, cradled in my arms. “I’m already dead—” 
 
    I grunted, trying my best to shield her from the heat. “I meant everything I said.” I said, kissing her. Though she had no lips she reacted like a maiden, bringing her hands up to my face as she accepted me. 
 
    Even though I was burnt, my curse and I were still in sync as I raised her robes and placed my member in her pelvic groove. 
 
    She sucked in breath as I swear I actually felt her as a woman. I looked down to see a sleeve of darkness surrounding my shaft. 
 
    In the background I heard Oblex wail in pain. “My nuts!” followed by Felna’s frantic voice, “fuck you! You hurt Shtulls!” 
 
    “It’s just us, now,” I said to the lich as she embraced me, running her bony fingers through my hair. 
 
    “But you’re hurt…” She said, her voice trembling as I thrust into her. 
 
    “The only thing I can feel right now, is you. Be mine, I will protect you, now and always. Your smile is the only payment I need.” 
 
    She wrapped her skeletal limbs around me as she came and I filled her, darkness magic? It was a pleasant sensation, feeling her twitch under me. It even distracted me from my pain. 
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked, still pumping my seed into her. 
 
    “S’ranilia.” She said, still moaning under me. “I...this is amazing… Please make me yours. I—I, OH! I beg you, let me serve you.” 
 
    “Illia,” I said as I kissed her again. “Would you honor me by becoming mine?” 
 
    “I’m yours!” She said pressing her skeletal pelvis against mine. “I was a maiden when I died and I never even imagined that someone would desire me as I…am now...” She covered her hollow eye sockets with her hands and darkness spilled from them. I held her close, as her darkness still enveloped my entire length, milking me hungirly. “What are you? How did you even know I was a woman? I don’t even have the flesh to satisfy you anymore… I’m...I’m just a monster! Don’t look at me!” 
 
    “But I like looking at you.” I said, not the curse. Cute is cute and this woman was amazing to me.  Her reactions were genuine, her voice was pure and sweet and even though I’d forced myself upon her, she’d used her magic to pleasure me. “Be mine,” I said again. “I don’t want to separate myself from you. So please just say that you will—” 
 
    “Everything I have and everything I am is yours, my new king!” She said, bucking herself against me as her magic continued to spin around my shaft. 
 
    I pulled out of her magic hole, bringing her mouth to my crotch. “Clean it, and tell me you love the taste.” 
 
    Timid as she was, she allowed me to curl her up and opened her mouth, taking me into another tunnel of darkness that simulated her throat. She gagged a bit as I forced her down, running my hands under her hood and down her cool, smooth skull. 
 
    “He’s...Hwargh!” Oblex said, filling the pit with his vomit. 
 
    “It’s...so beautiful!” Lain said, embracing Des. “You see, Des. That’s who he is! You never believed me, but now you can see it too, can’t you?” 
 
    Illia rose and I took her dainty hand in mine as she smiled down at me under her hood. Though, honestly speaking all her expressions were up to interpretation. She was only bones, so it was up to me to intuit everything. 
 
    Still, as I held her hand, as flesh free as it was, I only felt her nervousness through it. My curse wasn’t wrong about her in the slightest. She was truly a lovely woman, though now she was a skeleton. Her cute moans, along with her adorable reactions… Yeah, she’s a keeper. 
 
    “What about getting stronger!?” Oblex asked, still holding his balls. “Didn't you want to eat her?” 
 
    “Oh,” I said, gripping Illia’s hand. “I will, I’ll devour each and every part of her. I’ll lick her bones clean until she realizes how I see her.” 
 
    Illia’s knees gave out and I scooped her up into my arms as Oblex retched again. 
 
    “Oh, my beautiful goddess of death; how perfect you are. But another desires your rings, will you give them to me?” 
 
    The ring inquisition was her former engagement ring. The metal had been melted to her bones but after a long look at me, she offered her finger. “Pull it off, that man is dead and even if he wasn’t, I was never a person to him.” 
 
    “But, if I do that, then it’ll hurt you and you are my delicate ivory queen.” 
 
    Illia quivered in my arms as she offered her finger to me. “Bite it off! You are my true betrothed now. So what means a bit of pain. I give this ring to you along with all of me.” 
 
    I accepted her finger into my mouth but I could never harm her. To me, she was as delicate as glass and as valuable as diamonds. 
 
    I checked my status and I wasn't charmed. I just realized that I loved who a woman was, more than what she offered. I met eyes with Lain as I carried the Lich in my arms. Her black tears of darkness leaking down my angelic arms, 
 
    “Hey,” I said to her as I lifted her up and kissed her again. “I meant what I said. We can sign a breeding contract or—” 
 
    “I...can’t,” Illia said, her voice shuddering, “give you children. I don’t have a womb. I can’t...we can’t have children, no matter what… I’m sorry, I know you probably wanted—” 
 
    “I only wanted you,” I told her, holding her closer. “Be mine, then—” 
 
    She thrust her ring finger into my mouth once more. “Bite it! I can’t remove it.” 
 
    I stopped and bit off her finger. Afterwards I spit out her ring and held her finger back where it should be. 
 
    Lain took my hand as I kissed her clouded eye. Then, she evoked Perfect Heal. We all watched the Lich expecting something, but no, Illia was still a lich. 
 
    Illia sobbed as I held her. “Hey, hey!” I said, “it doesn’t matter, I still claim you as my wife.” 
 
    “No…” She said, crouching low and hugging her knees. “I can’t be your wife…” 
 
    “Hell yeah, you can!” Lain said, raising the lich to her feet. “He came in you didn’t he?” 
 
    The lich seemed demure as she turned her body away while still holding Lain’s hand. 
 
    “Oh!” Lain said, pulling Illia towards me. “He’s ready for another round!” 
 
    “How!?” Illia said, trying in vain to pull away from Lain’s grip. 
 
    “She isn’t lying,” I said as I raised Illia’s robes from behind. “You’re such a dirty girl, not wearing panties.” 
 
    “I’m a skeleton!” She called out as I entered her from behind. “Oh! Why is this possible?” 
 
    Her dark magic made a new channel and I happily plunged myself into it as she moaned. 
 
    Illia held onto Lain for stability as I filled her, her magic doing its best to simulate her holes. I was enveloped by an immeasurably tight channel made of pure darkness. 
 
    “Is this what you would’ve felt like inside?” 
 
    “Ah! Oh...Yes! You’re in my...! I never even thought that someone would… OH! YES!! Please, give me more!” 
 
    She was a high lich, but she was so sexy to me that I felt every fold and every muscle inside her. She was sexy, and— 
 
    “Hwarghe! How can you...oh no! Make it stop! Hargh!!!” Oblex said, completely debilitated by what he saw and more likely by Felna’s kick to his nethers.   
 
    I held Illia from behind as she arched her ass out to meet my every stroke, showing me her eagerness. I turned her skull to face me as I began to trace her maxilla, down to her mandible. 
 
    “I’m just...Oh god, this is so wrong!” Illia said, her pleasure leaking out through her voice.  
 
    “It’s not! Let me come inside you!” 
 
    “Ahh...AH! Fi—fill me! Give me your seed! I want it! Tell me I feel good!’ 
 
    “You,” I started as I peaked inside her. “I’m coming! Take it; take it all inside you, my queen!!” 
 
    The Lich doubled over as I filled her spell with my seed. Then, Illia passed out and I carried her out of her place. 
 
    The cursed ring that was bonded to her finger was a curious thing. All it was was an engraved promissory spell that forbade her from taking a new husband while she was alive. But, they had to have known her races. She was a greater soul feeder when she was alive. So of course when an entire castle died, she’d evolve. 
 
    Oblex still lurched every time he looked at us. 
 
    “Stop it! Can’t you see her beauty?” 
 
    “NO! HAF...Hawargh! God, man! I always knew you were weird but… She's dead! This is necrophilia.” 
 
    I removed my beads and let my aura envelop him as I spoke. “So what, she’s a dainty lady, terrified of everything. Each and every aspect of her is beautiful and I’ll gladly take her as a—” 
 
    Oblex dry heaved, his ability to cast gone as he fell to his knees. “I never would’ve…” He coughed again until he wretched. 
 
    The room grew cold and Illia squirmed in my arms. “He’s here!” 
 
    I smiled as I recognized the feeling. “Are you afraid of him?” I asked her. “Even though you’re in my arms? 
 
    Illia smiled back at me as she spoke. “No…” 
 
    The demon Belleth materialized in front of us but Merli froze him in place with stasis, giving us precious seconds to think. 
 
    On Illia’s other hand was a second ring which reminded be of Belleth's request. I sat Illia down and laughed as I spoke. “It’s fine, release him, Merli.” 
 
    Her other ring was the ring of Shararia the Fallen. In its status it said it had the absolute power to control undead. Belleth was an idiot, and one that was probably watching us from his personal dimension. He saw me bite off a ring and assumed it was the one he wanted. 
 
    He growled at Merli, pointing to her as he spoke. “You dare use such a paltry spell on me...whore!” Then he turned his attention to me and the lich I held. “And you, you were to kill her!” His eyes locked onto my closed hand and his tone mellowed. “Well, it’s of no consequence. Give me the ring!” 
 
    “Illia my dear, if you would.” 
 
    Her eye sockets lit with a golden light once more as Belleth found himself bowing and dumbfounded. 
 
    “What—” 
 
    “Silence!” Illia commanded. 
 
    “Have him empty his storage,” Des said beside me. “Then, tell him to kill himself.” 
 
    Illia nodded after looking to me for approval and Belleth snarled as he unloaded a massive pile of treasure, arms and armour. Then, he held his scythe to his own neck as his eyes cursed me and he cleanly decapitated himself. 
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    Belleth wasn’t easy to eat but we managed and oddly enough Des participated this time. Merli and I got a buff to our Dark and Temporal magic but Des evolved a second time. 
 
    Her new evolution made her double in size though she weighed nothing now. 
 
    Illia guided us to her chambers within the desiccated castle and I layed Des down on her bed. 
 
    Merli and I knew how rough an evolution could be sometimes and this one was particularly hard on Des. But I could tell she would be a lot more powerful when she woke up. 
 
    We’d all stayed with her for a while, though Illia and Oblex had vanished at some point. I didn’t expect Illia to care about Des because she didn’t know her yet and Oblex only ever cared about Oblex. 
 
    “She’s an Aether Demon,” Merli said after a time. “It must be from your demonic essence.” 
 
    “No,” I said, looking at Des’s new form. “I can see both our essences in there.” 
 
    Des looked strange now, her body was semi-translucent and ever shifting. Because she couldn’t use magic, all her evolutions were physical ones. We’d theorized that, after she evolved the first time but this confirmed it. 
 
    She was stunning to look at. She still had her lithe form but she was glowing in ebbing flows of violet and purple. She was as naked as the day she was born and her hair looked like flaming waves of ethereal energy. She had large wings and now that she was almost my height she seemed almost angelic. 
 
    “She’s beautiful…” Lain said, casually groping Des. “And she’s so soft and warm.” 
 
    Lain cleared the hair from Des’s face and kissed her forehead. “It’s not hot.” She mused, running her fingers through the violet flames.  
 
    Des had been fed a constant stream of mana and demonic essence and she’d apparently taken in more of mine after her last evolution. I’d never seen an Aether Demon before but looking at her, it made sense. Neutral, dark, fire, wind and temporal. When those powers combine, you apparently get an Aether Demon. 
 
    Most of the demonic candidates we’d fought had some sort of personal dimension or teleportation magic that let them be wherever they wanted, whenever they wanted and I was jealous of that. Yeah, Merli and I both got Temporal after we became candidates but we still couldn’t teleport. Even Illia seemed to have a short ranged teleport and a pocket dimension. 
 
    Maybe it lies in our nature. Merli and I were both brutes at heart. We’d take on our enemies face to face, so perhaps it’s tied to the urge to hide or stalk. 
 
    My thoughts were interrupted as Illia re-entered the room, wearing an apron and holding a large tray. “The food here is… Well… It’s edible. Would you like a taste, my sweet king?” 
 
    The ‘food’ in questions was mainly made of forest veggies and questionable meat. 
 
    Lain and I eyed it suspiciously as Merli dug in. 
 
    “Venison?” Merli asked as she quickly took another bite. 
 
    “Yes,” Illia said in a pleased voice. “I had the knights go hunting and it seems like we have an abundance of game since none of us need to eat.” 
 
    I smiled at Illia’s response and Lain and I began to eat. 
 
    “It’s amazing!” Lain said, pulling Illia in for a hug. “You’re gonna make a good wifey Skelly-babe!” 
 
    “Oh, OH…” Lichs can't blush but I felt like Illia was as I heard the joy and embarrassment in her voice. “Why thank you Mrs…” 
 
    “Lain!” Lain said, rubbing her cheek against Illia’s skull like a cat. “Mm, you taste good as well. I’m going to enjoy eating you later.” 
 
    Illia hid behind me after Lain’s statement. I reached back and dragged her in front me, wrapping my arms around her from behind. “She means sexually, and I agree with her.” 
 
    “But I’m a lady and…” She stopped speaking as I pressed my pelvis against her. “Would my king like to see that? To see me being ravished by a woman?” 
 
    “I would, and she’s right about another thing.” I said, resting my head on her shoulder. “Become my wife. We need a contract of subservience so that you’re no longer a candidate.” 
 
    “I submit to you, formally, and abdicate my throne as well as all my claims to power. You are now my owner, my master and my husband. I swear it upon my unlife for as long as we both exist, in this world or any other.” She said, melting in my arms. 
 
    A new mark appeared on my other hand as an ethereal collar appeared around her neck and then vanished. 
 
    She wasn’t warm and there was no softness when I held her but her heart was so hot that it made me sweat and she was so delicate that none of that mattered. I turned her around and kissed her as she manifested lips to meet mine. 
 
    It was hard to imagine fighting her anymore. To think that without this curse, I would’ve just killed her. Snuffed this beautiful existence right out, like blowing out a candle. She’d had a bad life that came to a bad end and had sat here alone for who knows how long, just stewing in her misfortune. 
 
    Perhaps she’d always wished for a man to see her as she truly was and take her away from here. But until me, all she saw were murderous gazes as they tried to kill her. Even her king never bedded her before she died. 
 
    She must’ve been in a symbolic marriage, perhaps to unite some noble house to the throne and here I came, long after her flesh had fallen away, to— 
 
    “I love you, my king.” She said as she kissed me again, her dark magic reacting to me, forming flesh wherever we touched. “I am for you. I exist for you now.” 
 
    I crushed her against me as Lain wiped a tear and hugged us both. “Yep, you’re a good wifey!” 
 
    We flew out the next day. 
 
    Des had awakened as we all slept around her and had spent part of the morning with Paz, practising flying. 
 
    She had gained access to a unique spell-pool Aethereal Magic. She couldn’t cast long ranged spells or anything like that but she could use short-ranged teleportation and imbue all her weapons and bolts with her magic. She also gained a mountain of physical and magical defence and a huge agility boost now that her form didn’t have bones to limit her. 
 
    Lain and I sparred with her for a while and neither of us were able to hit her, even when we worked together. But Des was certainly able to hit us, even though her blows had no strength to them. That only meant that we had to double down on getting weapons with status effects. Though, Des’s Aetherial Blaze imbuement left a netherflame that would burn its target eternally or until Des dismissed it. 
 
    Illia had made us a large breakfast and seemed to be on cloud nine as we ate it, even though she couldn’t eat herself. It was so good that even Oblex had to acknowledge her skill. 
 
    After that, I pulled her aside, knowing that we were headed back towards the neutral zone. 
 
    “Even though we all know who you are, the people in our territory might not be as understanding…” I said, with a bit of hesitation. I didn’t want to part with the lich but I also didn’t want her to get hurt. “Normal people might want to hurt you when they see you and—” 
 
    She became a pool of darkness and slipped into my shadow. “I am yours, so I am a part of you, now.” She said with a slight chuckle. “I will always be with you, for as long as there is light and darkness, we can be together.” 
 
    “So your pocket dimension is my shadow?” I asked, wanting to embrace her again. 
 
    “Yes, you are the place I belong, my king.” 
 
    I took Illia again two more times then I took Merli because she was fertile. Then, we had to go. 
 
    Illia’s shadow dimension cost her nothing because she’d subconsciously agreed to the very specific terms of being my shadow. Perhaps Merli, Des and I can make our own dimensions at some point. 
 
    Either way it was fun to fly now that Des flew in front of me. She knew what she was showing me as she opened her legs slightly and then Felna knew something else as my member prodded her. 
 
    Lain was practically strangling me now, having been driven mad by feeling me come three times earlier, along with her still recovering mana after healing Oblex and trying to heal Illia. 
 
    Oblex was… Oblex was drunk. He wasn’t able to deal with how I resolved everything but he was now giggling to himself as he enjoyed riding Paz. 
 
    Oblex had knowledge from another world but it was clear that he hated this one. I’d have to show him that we aren’t like those stuck-up nobles in the court or the snarling demons that he fought, because that’s all he’s ever known of this world. 
 
    Black and white, then a shittone of gray. He’s only ever seen the ugly things, and even the slightest kindness brings him so much joy that it reached us all. 
 
    ...Also, Felna still hates him for hurting me. If she didn’t, then I was sure my curse would’ve had me mounting her in front of him, just to show him who her real master is now. 
 
    That thought made me cringe and the fact that it came from me made me feel gross but she was mine now and I would protect my right to be with her and remind her that I loved her whenever she wanted me to. 
 
    We camped out and Lain forced me down, taking me as Merli and Felna scrambled to reach me before I was drained. Luckily she was already so worked up that she came almost immediately as she slid down me. Then I came with her, filling her as she rode me, then kissing her and pulling her close to savor her. 
 
    After I pulled out, she locked her meaty thighs around me and began to slam her pelvis into mine until we came two more times. 
 
    I thought that Illia might be jealous but she wasn’t. From the very moment that I’d first taken her in the burnt ruins, she’d recognized that Lain was my wife. And when I asked her how, she just shrugged. 
 
    “Do you not see it, my king?” 
 
    “See what?” 
 
    “Huh? Maybe I see more than you when I look at a person.” She pointed to Oblex. “That man there is a virgin. His relationship status is single: untouched. And he’s gained the Wizard job as a result.” 
 
    “I can’t see other people's statuses at all unless they show me. But I can see an object’s status now with more information after getting my artificer job.” 
 
    “How odd,” Illia said, tilting her lovely head. “We must be a good match then, because objects are only objects to me.” 
 
    It really was strange. I never met a person that couldn’t see the status of an object before. 
 
    After that, as Lain rested I took Felna and pleasured her until she screamed as I filled her royal womb with my seed. 
 
    When we came out of our tent, Oblex seemed crushed. He knew that Felna and I were together but it was likely that some part of him hoped that she’d pay him some attention. But Felna was in full cuddle mode now and had become my pet. She stayed with me never farther than a few steps away and whenever I patted her head or gave her attention, she’d give me the most amazing smile. 
 
    Felna is mine! Do you see this? She is— 
 
    Oblex took a bottle from his storage and turned it up, making me feel like trash. I promised then and there that I’d get this man laid somewhere, and soon! 
 
    Luckily we happened upon a border city after only a few more weeks of travel and I knew it well. I took Oblex to a brothel and the madam there welcomed me warmly. 
 
    “Shtulls!” She said excitedly as she hopped up to hug me. “Did you want to come to my room or did you just want to bend me over the counter again? Either is fine, no one else has—” 
 
    “Actually, I was looking for a mate for my friend here. Inexperienced or extremely experienced, none of the normal ladies. He deserves something special.” 
 
    “I, don’t think—” Oblex started. 
 
    “Exactly, don’t think. She’s a fine madam, here.” I said, tossing her a pile of crystals. “Evaluate him and give him what he needs. If she’s to his preference, then we’ll buy her freedom. But, no shadow women, or cheap tricks. And you know I can spot it a mile away, so don’t even try me!” 
 
    “I’d never…” The madam said as she groped Oblex. 
 
    “But, but… Ah!” Oblex said as the madam ran her skillful fingers along his girth. 
 
    “Oh, not bad, for a human. I have many choices for you,” she whispered into his ear, rendering him helpless to her charms. 
 
    She guided him off and I could hear her yelling, commanding the women to line up. 
 
    Oblex was a lucky man, there were only a few here that could take me. The madam being one of them. But he was able to choose between most of them. 
 
    After a while, the madam returned. 
 
    “He’s chosen, if it all goes well then your charge for her freedom will be 112 blues.” She said, taking on her business-like tone. “But, I can give you a discount if you play with me again.” 
 
    “No thanks,” I said, sidling up to the aged gnome. “But you’re still just as beautiful as the first day I saw you.” 
 
    “Oo~h, flattery will get you…” She paused. “Keep going.” 
 
    “You’re so damned tight that it hurts and the way you moan as I thrust into you. God, just remembering how good you feel makes me hard.” I said, gently rubbing her arm. 
 
    “Yes!” She said through bated breaths as she touched herself. “And…” 
 
    “And as I came in you, I made sure you felt everything. I always got you off two or three times and you returned the favor by letting me enter all your holes. I’d fill each of them, then you’d lick me clean like the dirty whore you are.” 
 
    “Mmm!” She said, her fingers working her sex. “K-keep going!” 
 
    I leaned down as softly whispered the rest into her ear as she finished. 
 
    I got the discount and Oblex returned a changed man with a beautiful…? Um… She had a vagina and he liked it. ...I’d ask for the details later. 
 
    Luckily his new bride was freshly sold to the brothel and mostly untouched, other than by her previous husband. The madam had treated us right. 
 
    Some brothels have shadow women: women they employ that sell their freedom repeatedly. They’re free already and are in it for the money only, so buying them means nothing. They just leave their buyers and go right back to the brothel. 
 
    But Oblex had gained a… She wasn’t what I would call traditionally beautiful. Then again, I’m well aware that my tastes are unique. 
 
    She was a mutt, there’s no doubt about that but she was also a warrior. We bought her bronze armor, a greatshield, a bow and a lance. Also, a saddle. She had four arms and four legs. Hooves and long black hair that matched her tail. Oblex had chosen a centaur mutt with high physical stats. 
 
    “We can’t fly with her, unless you want Shtulls to carry her,” Merli said as Oblex and the centauress caressed each other. 
 
    “NO!” Oblex objected loudly. “Er, I’d rather not have Shtulls touch her.” 
 
    He’s skittish of me now after I took Felna the last time. 
 
    “Then, how should we proceed?” I asked him. 
 
    “We’ll ride together.” Oblex started. “Or—” 
 
    “My knight shall ride me!” The centauress proclaimed proudly. “We even have a special saddle. We will meet you in Camden. Then, I hope you won’t work us too hard.” 
 
    Lain leaned against me as we watched the centauress fawn over the awkward Oblex. I had spoken to him briefly about why he made the choice he did and it was mainly due to his logic about having a bodyguard and mount but seeing them now, I could tell he really did catch feelings for her. 
 
    With her large heavy breasts and dainty legs, she apparently had human genitals. Oblex had made certain of that before bedding her and what’s more, she had two sets of them. One on the front and one on the back. Just like she had four arms and legs she also had almost everything doubled. 
 
    Even her eyes, she had two sets of them, two faced forward like a human and two were on the sides of her head. But, Oblex seemed happy, so c'est la vie and her character seemed good. I felt like I could trust her and hearing Lain’s cute awws and ohs made all my effort worthwhile. 
 
    Saying goodbye to Oblex, we handed him several crates of food for his journey and he held out his hand to me, smiling brightly. 
 
    “Shtulls,” he said, still grinning. “This world is bigger than I thought and you were the one who showed it to me. I, Oblex, the former hero, denounce my titles with the kingdom and formally change my allegiance! I will serve Shtulls Sendarl, the Monarch of Neutrality!” 
 
    There was a flash of light as his former contracts clashed with mine, then, a mark appeared on both our arms as we shook hands. 
 
    “Glad to have you, Oblex. But more than that, I’m glad you’re happy.” 
 
    Then, we left him behind, hoping that his journey would be easy but knowing that if it wasn’t then they could handle it. 
 
    “They were so cute together,” Lain said into my ear as we flew. “It reminded me of us.” 
 
    “Well,” I said with a laugh. “I did have four arms once and now I have six wings.” 
 
    “Not that!” She said, nuzzling my neck. “I mean, how in love they were.” 
 
    I almost groaned at that, but it was probably true. They were both stupidly honest and, knowing Oblex, he probably laid everything out like a contract before he ever kissed her. 
 
    “No,” I said, reaching back to touch her. “What we have is ours and ours alone. We both might lay with others, but you’re the one I crave. My home and my heart. You are mine, and I am yours.” 
 
    Lain made a strange happy noise and I felt her tears on my shoulder as she held me tight. We were peas in a pod, sides of a coin, balls in a sack. And we were united. If either of us died, then woe to the world for the surviving one would bring it to ruin for revenge. 
 
    I’d seen it, she’d seen it. Only together do we survive and only together can we live. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 71: Camden - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    We stopped in at a hunter’s village and stayed the night. Lain and I went for as long as Felna and Merli could last, then I bedded Des in her unbound form. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” I asked Des as I slid into her, seeing my manhood through her translucent skin. 
 
    “A little,” she said, clinging onto me. “But I like it!” 
 
    I was in my normal form, so she was a little taller than me now. I reached out and wrapped my hand around her neck as I began moving in earnest. 
 
    I’d always known her beauty but seeing her like this was like a dream. It almost felt wrong to treat her like I did but feeling her convulsing around me told me that she was loving it. 
 
    I slapped her playfully as I slammed into her. “Describe it! Tell me you love it!” 
 
    “It...AH! It feels like you're ripping me apart.” She said, moaning. “I feel you pounding me, making me yours. Aa~h, oh god! Master! Harder!” 
 
    I rammed mysyself into her with all my might, enough that if she was in her normal form then her bones would break. But now all I felt was the pleasant sensation of her warm walls around me as I hit her gates. 
 
    The bed knocked against the wall in a steady rhythm until someone yelled at us and we had to switch positions. 
 
    She mounted me, her excitement and embarrassment making me harder as her cute face blushed when I entered her again. 
 
    She kept her feet squarely on the bed as she slowly brought her weightless body down on me. 
 
    I grabbed her hips and pulled her down hard enough to push through her cervix. 
 
    She wailed in pleasure and pain as my head felt her true depths. Then she began to move, pulling me free of her gates with a slight popping feeling as she leaned over me. 
 
    “Keep doing that, satisfy me with your wet hole and make me fill you. You’re my whore, my little submissive slut, so show me your unfettered love. Prove to me that you deserve—” 
 
    “C-Coming! Ahh! Ah, yeah! Ah!!! Shtulls! Slap me!” 
 
    I slapped her goddess-like face as I shot my seed into her. Pulling her down, I forced my tongue into her mouth as she continued to work her hips on top of me. 
 
    I cared for this woman in a way that wasn’t healthy and she loved me for it, readily taking my seed even though our chances for producing offspring were low. 
 
    I held her as she quivered on top of me, staying deep inside her. I’d been staying inside her every day now for over a year. We didn’t always reach her two hour goal but I’d come to love our time together like this. 
 
    This wasn’t just about sex or ‘stretching’, it was bonding time. It was a reassurance to her that I wanted her. And I always wanted her. 
 
    She lay on me, neither hot nor cold as I felt her muscles tensing around me; trying to return to normal but finding my invader still inside her. 
 
    She wrapped her legs around me and I simply held her, running my hands down her back and gently kissing her neck as she shivered. 
 
    She resumed her bound form and half of me was forced out of her as she cooed at the sensation. 
 
    “I like you more like this,” I said, holding her lithe form close. “Des, you are perfect as you are, as long as you’re mine.” 
 
    She tensed up, causing me to grow harder inside her. 
 
    “I know,” she said, panting against me. “You and Lain always tell me how beautiful I am, but…” 
 
    “Butt? I can flip you over, if you like.” 
 
    “No,” she said with a laugh. “But—” 
 
    “Do you still think we’re lying after all this time? My manhood, that still fills you and my lust that still craves you. There’s no way I can lie to you there. So maybe you think it’s my emotions.” I wiped her dark hair from her porcelain face. “I well and truly love you, Des.” I said, staring into her deep green eyes. 
 
    She swallowed audibly, then pressed her face to my chest. We were both sweaty and spent but she never felt unpleasant. Merli’s body was hot, Lain was just like me but Des, she always felt good against my skin. That was why I could happily spend hours buried inside her. 
 
    It also served as a lie detector as she would clench on me when I mentioned certain things. 
 
    “So,” I said casually. “Merli said she bought some sweets, but she feels like she has less than what she bought.” 
 
    Des clenched on top of me as I grew harder inside her. 
 
    But lies aside, the biggest thing that makes her react is… 
 
    “Des, I love you.” 
 
    She squeezed so tightly that she almost pushed me out. “I love you too, Mas—Shtulls!” 
 
    By now I was hard enough to push myself back in and enjoy her warmth again. My orgasms with her were special, they seemed to build for hours and when I was finally at my peak, she gladly accepted my seed. Likewise, she loved quickies. 
 
    Be it her submissive nature or just her complete love for me, whenever I took her aside and filled her, she would fawn on me for the rest of the day. 
 
    In her mind, she probably saw that as an honest display of lust and that made her happy. She wasn’t wrong though, I did lust after her. 
 
    No matter what Lain and I did, we could never convince Des that she was beautiful even though we never neglected her or her needs even once. 
 
    Lain and I were special to each other, but Des was our wife. Lain’s words. 
 
    Des was the start of Lain’s freedom. The first person other than me that wanted to stay with her, given the danger. And even now, Des wore a body-stocking, just so Lain could touch and cuddle her freely, without draining her. 
 
    I thrust up into Des as her sweet moans filled my ears. This was a normal part of our mornings so everyone just went about their business as Des and I repeatedly came. 
 
    I smirked every time because I could hear Lain moan whenever it happened. Rather she was chopping firewood, cooking or patrolling, whenever I came, so did she. 
 
    Of course, to mess with me, sometimes she and Felna would start something. It was a strange sensation feeling Felna’s small tongue running along Lain’s sensitive parts through our bond. But Lain was also feeling Des’ extreme tightness through me so it was fair. 
 
    I was feeling Des’s insides every day, Merli, whenever she was fertile and Lain whenever we knew we would be safe without mana. Felna just caught the rest and now I’d taken on Illia as well, though what she wanted was love, not lust. 
 
    Illia was a pure woman who was simply happy to be with me. Lain was right, she’s our wifey. But I still cuddled the lich whenever I could. In fact, through our travels, I’ve gotten so used to holding her as I slept that now I couldn’t sleep well without her. 
 
    I apparently had a habit of gripping people tight and even rolling over with them in my sleep but Illia doesn’t sleep. To her, this is bonding time and I usually wake up to her gently running her fingers through my hair. 
 
    We flew again in no real hurry as we stopped off at all the towns and villages on the way to Camden. 
 
    We were just happy to be in each other’s company and I enjoyed listening to Illia as she told her story and listened to ours. 
 
    We took a slight detour and hit up one more dungeon but it was D-ranked and we finished it in less than a day. Still, it let Des gauge her new abilities and Illia find her role. 
 
    Illia was a shock trooper, meaning that she could go all out but only for a little while. Her attacks were mostly physical but they all had a high chance to inflict Curse on whatever she hit. If that proc’d, then the enemy would permanently lose health, even if it was a dungeon monster. That was probably one of the reasons no one tried to kill her when she was a candidate. 
 
    There was also the fact that she had stats that would make a boss-monster weep and spells that could decimate almost anything alive, and if her opponents were undead, then…we already know how that goes. 
 
    But I had noticed that her energy was lacking. Not her mana, but her actual energy. She tired out quickly and returned to my shadow. She could take out maybe one boss a day, making her our hail mary. But I still cherished her and she’d taken on the role of cook and therapist to us. 
 
    From looking at her, you’d never assume that she was grade A wife material but she really was. And I’d bed her whenever I could, even though we all knew that we wouldn’t be having children. I just enjoyed listening to her sweet voice as she moaned in pure rapture. 
 
    Then, we finally made it to Camden. The capital of the neutral zone and like the fool I am, I expected to be welcomed. 
 
    “That one there, is she a succubus?” The guard woman said. “Oh, and that one’s definitely a pure demon, no demoness.” 
 
    I sighed audibly as I held out a handful of crystals. 
 
    “Ah… Your demon currency isn’t accepted here. So, that’s a pazuzu, and you…” The guard looked long and hard into my eyes. “Well, you’re okay. No human or demon has eyes like those. Also, the others check out. But...” 
 
    “Lain…” I said, with a sigh. 
 
    She showed her status, proving two things. One, that she was a demi and two that she could destroy the gate, the guards and everything else. 
 
    “OH! My apologies, hero, you and your party may pass.” 
 
    I contemplated things for a moment, until Lain dragged me on and we saw the bustling city unfold before us. 
 
    Vibrant, crowded and loud; it had all the markings of a capital city. I wasn’t sure what to do from here, so we traded in our coins and crystals for the local currency and then bought food and a room. 
 
    Supposedly, I was the ruler of this place and this zone but… What do I do with that? I wasn’t here when it became my capital, in fact I hadn’t been in my zone for nearly a year now and I didn’t even know what sort of government we had. Let alone how to approach it. 
 
    Maybe, I don’t need to interfere with any of it. I enjoy our life as it is. We fight, we make love and we all support each other. I was cursed and well aware that I’d long removed myself from society as a whole and I didn’t have the chops or the know-how to enter the political ring and fight for my place. 
 
    I still longed for that imaginary farm. A place where our children could grow up safely and we could all live in peace. But, that was an impossible dream now and I was forever tied to the curse. Without it, I’d just become a puppet like Felna’s father. 
 
    A drunken slurring of rebellious words had robbed me of a peaceful life. But, I’d dwelled on that enough and without the curse, I never would’ve recognized Illia as the beautiful person she was. I just would’ve treated her like any other candidate. Killing her, never knowing the depths of her emotions as I crunched through her… 
 
    “My king…” Illia said, wiping my tears. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    I held her close, hurting my head against her sternum. “I… I just thought about what might’ve happened if we fought back then. If I hadn’t—” 
 
    She shushed me, running her bony fingers through my hair as she manifested lips to kiss my forehead. “But it didn’t happen. You were so forceful and certain. No one, even when I was alive, had ever wooed me with such a fierce lust and devotion. It was as if your piercing eyes had seen into my soul and laid me bare before you.” 
 
    “In a way, I did. Especially when I heard your voice. But part of that was my curse. It drove me to do what I did at first. Illia,” I said looking up into her glowing sockets. “If I were the me in my prime, then I would’ve...to you… I would have…!” I clenched my teeth as I imagined it once more. 
 
    I would’ve killed her. Snuffed her out like just another dungeon monster and never thought about her again. That realization drove me into a very bad place. A place that made me question everything I’d done before. 
 
    “But you saw me, for me. Then you embraced me. You took me, which no man had before. I was often told about my beauty but they all saw me as a thing to be traded. My race was a rarity that improved and evolved with my Soul Level. That meant that my offspring would grow stronger from their kills rather than their skills. You held me down and squirted your seed for me. Even knowing that I could never give you any heirs.” 
 
    She held up her hand that was missing a finger and tilted my face to meet hers. “You are my true King! And your sadness only tells me that your feelings for me are pure. You’re weeping for things that never happened. Weeping for me, even though I’m fine.” 
 
    I pulled the greater lich into my lap as her dark garb vanished, relieving her ivory bones. Darkness flecked across her, filling her in with imagined flesh. Just enough so I was able to visualize her naked beauty. 
 
    Her voice and her caring, devoted personality were all I needed to grow hard under her. Was I only attracted to a woman because she had boobs and a nice butt, no I could buy that. The thing that really made me hard were our connections. And right now, Illia and I were very much in sync. 
 
    She wrapped her legs around my waist and I rolled her over as she giggled. She manifested a tunnel and I drove my length into it, kissing her. 
 
    I ran my tongue along her mandible, down to her dainty clavicles. She moaned, both from my thrusting and as I licked her. I was fucking who she was more than how she looked and I have to admit, it felt better than any woman in a whorehouse. 
 
    I realized then, that I’d always been seeking a connection like this. One that relied on us as people rather than expectations. And all the women in my party were like that. I was connected to each of them. Not to their loins but to who they were. Not to sex, but to a promised future together. 
 
    Illia moaned into my ear, pulling me close as I felt her bones around me. I swelled against her spell as I neared my peak. 
 
    “You truly are beautiful, Illia. Let me fill you!” 
 
    She grasped me tight, her legs and arms holding me flush against her as I let loose inside her magic. 
 
    Do you fuck a person’s body, or do you value their soul? I had my answer, and Illia had hers as she looked into my eyes, filling me with pride and devotion. She really was a beautiful person and I was privileged enough to bed her, to hold her and to call her mine.  
 
    I kissed her as I continued to throb inside her. I looked down at her skeletal form, so naked and vulnerable as my seed spilled into her. Her eyes glowed brighter than I’d seen in a long time and she held her arms out, inviting me to kiss her. 
 
    She had lips made of magic and I played with her tongue, her magic shuddering around my shaft. I wasn’t sure how much of it she actually felt but I was sure that I’d satisfied her. 
 
    Then we lay there together as Lain and Des scoped out the city. Illia had already cooked for us, but after a few hours had passed, I had her wear the apron and nothing else. 
 
    Even though her flesh was gone, she still acted extremely shy as the apron hung loosely around her bones. “I-isn’t this enough? I wore it and—” 
 
    “You’re so damned sexy!” I said as I embraced her from behind, resting my manhood on her pelvic bones. 
 
    I took her from behind as she used her magic to form her rear tunnel. Plunging myself into her tightness, I felt her magic fighting my entrance, until it gave way. Then I heard her beautiful voice as I tore into her. 
 
    I raised her up by her femurs, her legs spread as she pushed the apron down to hide where we were connected. 
 
    “Don’t!” I said as I licked along her vertebrae and walked us over to the window. “Don’t hide it! Show the world how we feel. Moan and wail as I—” 
 
    “We’re back!” Lain said, panting. 
 
    I turned Illia around, as she raised her apron and Lain swallowed, dropping her bags. 
 
    Being seen like this made Illia cover her face as she came on me, her magic simulating her muscles as they twitched around me. 
 
    This was bliss, made better by Lain’s lust as she watched. We all came together as Illia had a guiltgasm around me. 
 
    But, with Illia it always felt so pure; so having such an innocent maiden twitching in anal orgasm on me drove me to come harder into her magic tunnel. 
 
    After that, as I slowly let Illia down, I stayed inside her when she turned back to kiss me. Then, we cycled with Illia for the first time. Illia didn’t have a normal mana-pool; her magic was tied to her demonic essence. That meant that we couldn’t really use her to have sex. 
 
    Des, Merli and Felna had already been drained for the day, so Lain and I had only seconds to have sex. So we split it up. She rubbed herself and me until we were ready, then I rubbed myself between her legs and along her sex until we were both ready to explode. 
 
    Then, in one long thrust, I forced myself inside her quivering walls and exploded inside her until I had to pull out. 
 
    We both watched woefully as the remainder of my seed pooled on her abs. But we still smiled at each other, feeling satisfied that we’d coupled again. 
 
    My desire to impregnate Lain was so strong now, that it’d taken the place of all other needs. Squirting my seed inside her tight muscular hole was my one goal in life and every time I accomplished it, I felt amazing. 
 
    Lust, love, devotion, life? No, there is only Lain. 
 
    After everything calmed down, we divided the food, clothes and armor they got as we all ate Illia’s five star fireplace-cooked meal. 
 
    It wasn’t that Illia’s cooking was complex. It was the feeling and warmth we all got when we ate it. Her love permeated everything she did and she was the best at everything she put her beautiful mind to. 
 
    She had wanted to be a chef but because of her race and her noble house, she was sold off for a bump in status. But her original race had now vanished. Not by Oblex’s spell or by demon hunting; it’d just disappeared. No one knew why. 
 
    But, she’d told us of her woes. In the Demonic Emperor’s court, she was forbidden from entering the kitchen. She was forbidden from everything. All she could do was smile and look pretty as she sat atop his throne. An empress had no rights and her emperor had never bedded her because he had so many others whom he’d already promised. Mistresses mainly but Oblex had destroyed them before she ever found out anything. 
 
    Felna understood her more than the rest of us as they’d had similar roles in life. But I loved her. Illia could only evolve with her soul level. And as she was, though she helped us all out in various ways, she needed to evolve. That meant plunging dungeons or killing massive amounts of people. 
 
    To a normal race, your soul level was just the cup you could fill with your stats. But to her it was everything. 
 
    We ate her food and, unfortunately, we decided to separate for a while. Paz was desperate to find his true form and Des was the most experienced delver besides me. The two of them had always been a team and Illia would join them as they pledged to plunge each of the dungeons around us. 
 
    I could tell that Merli wanted to join them but we had a breeding contract which meant that we would need to make love every time our crests began to glow. Then, there was Felna. She and Des had a special bond now but Felna was far more attached to me and Lain. 
 
    “I-I’ll stay with Shtulls!” Felna proclaimed, thrusting her tiny chest forward. “He’ll need me as he takes his Monarchy. I know more than everyone else about court culture and palace life. I can—” 
 
    Illia floated over to Felna and softly ran her bony fingers through Felna’s fair hair. “Our King is strong, yet his emotions are sweet, tender and giving.” Illia tilted Felna’s gaze up to meet her’s, as she spoke. “Please protect him from the deception we were raised with, for he understands it not.” 
 
    I felt a bit angry at that statement but Illia was older than me and she had lived through it. I was just a hero that had commanded men. Not a person who could understand thrones and politics. 
 
    My right to rule was only granted to me by a weird voice and I had no clue how to act from here. 
 
    “I agree!” Felna said, taking Illia’s hands in hers. “I can do it, so you just need to come back…” 
 
    Illia nodded, then joined Paz and Des as they left. Des looked stunning in her unbound form and seeing her leave brought my anxiety to a head. In all the time I’d been with her, she never left my side. She was my logic while Lain was my passion. 
 
    It was a role that Felna could never fill. But the three of them needed to get stronger. I’d set a goal and right now only Lain, Felna, Merli and I met it. 
 
    With soft words and sad glances, we parted with our friends and lovers. Then, I immediately began to revise Felna’s staff now that we had unique materials. 
 
    After that, we decided to take on a raid of the local dungeon. 
 
    It was unranked and mostly unexplored, so the adventurer’s guild had set limits. 
 
    Felna had vanished from our sides as she began her endless quest to find out who was in charge here and who I needed to speak to. That only left Lain, Merli and me, two people short of a normal party. 
 
    So we had to wait for either a party of two or two individuals to join us. The latter happened first and we greeted them warmly. 
 
    Both of them were men, which was expected but one of them seemed to be far better than the other.  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 72: Incomplete - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    “Hail!” The first man said happily. “I’m Erin, an archer. I have a good hunting record but this is my first time in a dungeon.” 
 
    We shook his hand and welcomed him as the second man stepped forward. 
 
    “I’m Screth, the hero. I can kill anything and anyone but I’m currently owned by the kingdom. All my stats are through the roof and I’m only here to complete enough daily missions to live. In other words, I’m only here to earn two Monarchs a day at best.” The man named Screth bowed humbly in front of us, but I could feel his slimy aura as he smiled. 
 
    I regretted the fact that I never asked Oblex for the name of the newest hero. 
 
    I bowed back to them. “I’m...Hugh, and this is Lain and Merli.” I looked at them both as neither reacted. “We’re strong, especially when it comes to dungeoneering. We’re not rich but we have a wealth of experience. Follow us and live or do other things, and ruin your own reputation.” 
 
    I aimed the last part at Screth. I was sure that he was the one Oblex was talking about; the creepy assassin turned hero. Of course, there are plenty of pretenders in the world. People that can falsify their status and claim to be heroes for an ego boost or to try to bed women or gain more gold. 
 
    Screth picked up my hidden message and cleared one of his nostrils as a reply, his snot landing just in front of me. He didn’t care; not about me, Lain or anything. Like he said, he was here to get his pay. 
 
    Erin on the other hand was grateful that we were experienced and fell in line behind us, taking his place at the back as an archer. 
 
    This dungeon was new-ish and had formed before we left the neutral zone. I wasn’t its master and everything about it was a mystery, other than the fact that it had golems, elementals and traps a plenty. 
 
    The traps made me feel a little more vulnerable, now that Des wasn’t with us to use her wind-sense but Screth filled her role admirably. 
 
    He used a unique form of shadow magic that could sense areas of great darkness, such as pits. He could also make clones of himself cloaked in shadows to scout out an area. 
 
    Watching him work, I could feel his experience. His true class was definitely an Assassin. He was taller than me but far skinnier, he had long greasy black hair and skin so pale that you might assume he was an eldritch race. He wore thin, light armor and favored three weapons. Two daggers hung on his waist along with a ring of throwing knives but on his back, he carried a massive zweihander with an immaculate flamberge blade. 
 
    I’d applaud his choices but his weapons were crying. Stained with blood and dirt, they were slowly corroding; languishing alone, as they died. 
 
    After clearing the first ten floors we got to our first safe-room. It was crowded but the people here were eager to move on to higher floors and better drops, so we were mostly alone in our little corner. 
 
    This dungeon dropped cores and crystals and I could see that in the city itself. Everywhere had magic lighting and heated or cooled water. The new Camden probably used, traded and bought cores as its primary export. If this dungeon fell, then this city would wither and die. 
 
    I asked Screth about his weapons. 
 
    He patted his daggers. “These are for people,” he said in a low voice as he moved on to his zweihander. “But this is for monsters.” 
 
    His words struck a chord with me because they sounded like mine, so long ago. He was probably a lot like me back then and even though it was hard to tell his age, he was definitely younger than me. So, I said the words that I heard so long ago, when I met my first Master. 
 
    "That blade is crying. A sword isn't a tool, it's a partner and your partner is weeping. Sooner or later, it will betray you." 
 
    Screth finally met my eyes, his mouth slightly ajar. “All things and people are tools. I’m just like these blades.” 
 
    “No, let me show you their beauty.” 
 
    He handed me his weapons, one at a time and I cleaned, sharpened and polished them. He held his last dagger close until I handed his other weapons back, then he mellowed out as he looked at my work. 
 
    “Beautiful…” He said, examining his blades. “It’s like I never really saw them before now.” 
 
    I knew exactly how he felt. I felt the same when I received my master’s final gift. It was a blade that meant the world to me. And, seeing the man’s smiling face, I brought it out of my storage. 
 
    “This was my first sword, or one just like it. Mine broke, but this one showed me what it could’ve been.” I held it out to Screth and he took it with shaky hands. 
 
    He delicately unsheathed it and just stared at it for a while. “Brother…” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    He quickly returned it to its sheath and tossed it back. “Nothing… Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    Afterwards, he thanked me for maintaining his blades and we charged on. A mere five floors later we came to our first boss and waited in line.  
 
    Talking to the others that were in front of us, we found out that this boss could potentially drop three high quality cores of three random elements. 
 
    Random, that described this dungeon perfectly. From the monsters to the drops, everything here was random. That chance, that roll of the dice was probably the reason it was so popular. But for me as an Artificer, this place was perfect. 
 
    I needed to get to the core. I had to get all its premium drops and see if it could make more neutral cores for me. Right now, the only way I got more of those was by going back through the Draconic Emperor’s Dungeon and fighting Caime again. And honestly, now, he just gives up and hands me his cores. But that place is so far out of the way that we deplete all our food and water just getting to and from it. It’s not really worth it, time and money-wise. 
 
    Still, we’d been through it several times now and my necklace now had three large neutral cores. The rest had gone to Felna’s staff. 
 
    We finally got our turn and Lain leaped to her feet, yelling “S-Executioners, GO!” 
 
    “Go!” Merli and I returned, not wanting to let her down. The other two just looked at us with bemusement. 
 
    The boss was a three-tiered golem. For us, it was light, dark and, neutral! It’s main body was neutral! That meant that now I had another source for neutral cores. 
 
    I tanked it, Lain hit it and Merli interrupted its spells which allowed Erin and Screth to deal their damage. 
 
    I collected the drops and claimed the neutral core by offering the other two to Erin and Screth in trade. 
 
    After that we went another ten floors then Screth wanted to go. He’d earned his two monarchs and was ready to leave. We all supposed that this was good enough for now, even though I wanted to meet this core and get whatever it had to offer. But without everyone, we couldn’t continue. 
 
    “Thank you again, Shtulls, for cleaning my weapons and showing me that my brother’s will still lives.” Screth said. 
 
    “Was your brother named—” I stopped. 
 
    I fucked up. 
 
    Screth smiled, letting me know that he knew who I was. Why did he say Shtulls and not Hugh? Maybe he knew this entire time. Actually, if he was an assassin then status duping and Identify Target were probably two of his skills. 
 
    Before I could ask more, he vanished and left us to walk back to the entrance. 
 
    “He called you, Shtulls, didn’t he?” Erin said after a time. 
 
    “Yeah, weird, isn’t it? I mean I’ve heard a lot about that guy, but how much of it is—” 
 
    “He had silver eyes,” Erin said. “Just like yours.” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s all we have in common. If you breed enough races together, then silver eyes will happen. I’m just an extreme mutt and Screth was probably just teasing me.” 
 
    Erin’s eyes lit as he nodded to himself. “That’s true. I mean, it’s not like the Monarch himself would be trouncing through a dungeon with a pick-up team. And you don’t seem to be that powerful.” 
 
    “Yep,” I said, burying my pride. “I’m just a dude, earning his daily pay.” 
 
    Erin patted me on the back and after trading in our gains, we returned to our room. Lain immediately began cooking happily in the fireplace as Merli and I talked about the dungeon. 
 
    Screth was a threat but after I’d tended his blades, he seemed friendly. Still, Merli remained weary. 
 
    We ate, talked and then I laid with Lain, unable to enter her for long with Merli’s mana alone. But it was long enough to finish inside her. Then, I entered Merli. I still felt guilty about what I’d done to her, so I made sure to thrust deep and plant my seed firmly inside her even though demons rarely succeeded at breeding with other races. 
 
    But she was mine, and I was her first and her last lover. She, more than most had seen me, and she recognized my strength. She willfully submitted to me, forgoing all logic, then she waited for me to find her and helped me bed Lain. 
 
    Her words were few but her smile said everything. Merli was always mine, from the first moment we ever met, she wanted me and at the end of her rope, she still waited for me. 
 
    Lain and I laid our heads on Merli’s bare breasts and enjoyed her warmth and softness as we waited for Felna to return. I closed my eyes, wrapping my leg around Merli and the next thing I knew, it was midnight. 
 
    Our room was dark and quiet but I had an unsettling feeling building in my gut. Felna would never be gone for this long. She was Lain’s kitten and my sweet princess. With us was the one and only place she felt she belonged. 
 
    “Lain…” I whispered as Lain unconsciously sucked on Merli’s nipple. 
 
    After that Merli was awake as well. 
 
    I rolled over Merli and straddled Lain, my other half as she slept soundly. I kissed her forehead and watched as she smiled sweetly in her sleep, then I moved lower. With my every touch she moaned softly and when I finally arrived at her breasts, she woke up. 
 
    She cuddled me close as I sucked her, then she began cycling with Merli in preparation for our coupling. But I needed Merli to be at 100%. 
 
    I tried to pull away but Lain held me there, moving her hands down my back. 
 
    “Not now,” I said between muffled breaths. “Felna hasn’t come back yet.” 
 
    As she looked around our dark room, the realization that Felna wasn’t here hit her like a tonne of bricks and her whole body tensed under me. 
 
    I kissed her on the forehead, then we all dressed and left. 
 
    This was a relatively nice inn where each room had running water and a fireplace, so it was staffed 24 hours a day, offering services like food, spirits or even laundry if you had the coin to spare for such luxuries. 
 
    Still, the main clerk looked panicked as she saw us rushing down the stairs. 
 
    “Wait!” She said, rushing around the counter to meet us. “I wouldn’t go out tonight if I were you. We’re on high alert.” 
 
    “For what?” Lain asked, whilst eyeing the door. I could feel her desperation, it was just like mine. 
 
    “The kingdom has apparently done something. The guards didn’t tell us what but they told us to check the statuses of any new guests and report anyone that was human.” 
 
    “Then, as you can see.” I said, waving my hand back. “Blue hair, pink hair and horns and silver eyes, none of us are human.” 
 
    The clerk nodded, and read our expressions. “Then just don’t do anything suspicious, the guards are out in full force.” 
 
    With that last statement she stepped aside and returned to her station. 
 
    Outside the inn, we saw what she meant. There were a couple patrols of guards walking in opposite directions as well as a few archers on the rooftops. Whatever had happened had probably been pretty bad. 
 
    My thoughts immediately turned to Screth. He was definitely an assassin and possibly the hero that Oblex was hiding from. Did he kill the governor or whatever they’re called here? 
 
    If so, what does that mean for Felna? Did she get caught in the crossfire or… My mind went through a hundred terrible scenarios as Lain squeezed my hand so tightly it hurt. 
 
    “We’ll find her!” She said, feigning confidence but I knew she was as addled as me. 
 
    I kissed her and we walked on. We checked every street, back alley and alchemist shop. Lain even checked the temple. Then we split into two groups. Lain and I could always find one another through our link but Lain didn’t need me as backup and I was weaker than her in my normal form, so Merli came with me. 
 
    ... 
 
    “Shit!” I said through clenched teeth as the sun creeped over the walls. 
 
    I could feel Lain’s frustration mixing with mine, then, I felt a soft embrace from behind as Merli hugged me. 
 
    It wasn’t the hardened warrior that embraced me, it was the nurturing beauty. “We’ll find her,” she said, pulling me close. “She might be weaker than us but she is stronger by far than anything this place has.” 
 
    I wanted to believe that but if they silenced her, then her magic wouldn’t work. If that happened then she was just a small woman having the same strength you'd expect from any normal person. A gag, a spell, a surprise attack...any of those could render her powerless. 
 
    We traced through the seedy back alleys and even looked at the Persona Vendors wares. Merli changed forms after a while and matched their robes, asking them questions while posing as a member of their cult. 
 
    They did have human personas but none of them looked like Felna. 
 
    As the sun peeked over the walls, we were forced to gather again in front of our inn and share our findings. 
 
    Lain had apparently gone to the governor’s mansion and obviously not been allowed in, despite her job being Hero of Neutrality. They were aware that status duping existed and there was no amount of smooth talking Lain could do to get them to let her in. 
 
    As a feeling of helplessness overwhelmed me, my curse slipped in, in full power. My neck moved to the side as all my vertebrae popped in sequence, bending me backwards as I impotently reached out for Lain in a silent scream. 
 
    She didn’t make it in time as the curse had me use Unbind. Then, my will returned...that was all it did. But I knew then what I wanted to do. The curse often makes me do what I want to do. 
 
    I grabbed Lain and Merli and took to the skies, heading towards the governor's manor. Even if Felna wasn’t there, that would still be the best place to go for answers. 
 
    I flew over the gates and landed on their doorstep as guards surrounded us. Merli cast a barrier over us to protect us from the arrows as I removed my binding beads. 
 
    “STOP!” I yelled, causing every guard within earshot to fall to their knees as they came. “I am your Monarch! Yet you loosed your arrows and pointed your spears at me!” 
 
    Everyone around us was now reduced to quivering piles of pleasure as I kicked down the doors and ducked to go through them. 
 
    We couldn’t ask anyone any questions because merely seeing me had them charmed to the point of insanity. My random evolution had been a levelup. It’d just added the Avarice pool which were mostly passive abilities and increased the number of hatred spells and abilities I had. That meant that now, even if a person had never loved or touched another, they would be moved beyond words just from looking at me. 
 
    Seeing no threats, I put my necklace back on and we began our search, ending in the governor’s bedroom. 
 
    She was a beautiful thing, obviously a succubus demi, but she seemed to be in her final years of life. By this point, I’d expect she had a husband and more children than I could count but seeing me, she bowed immediately and offered herself. 
 
    “I’m not here for that.” I said covering her with her blankets. “I’m here for Felna!” 
 
    She rolled over, her eyes wide as she stared at me. “I—we, for you, we—” 
 
    I held her up, squeezing her throat as she flailed fruitlessly against me, her kicks harmlessly glancing off my marble skin. “Tell me what you’ve done!” 
 
    Her whole body began to shake as she came, blasting me with her urine and bodily fluids… I forgot that she was too close to me now. My necklace didn’t protect her from my charm. 
 
    I tossed her down and resumed my bound form so we could speak normally. 
 
    Honestly, I could tell from her response that she’d met Felna and probably done something bad. But there was no way I could get any answers out of her as she was and even though I could hear my heartbeat in my ears now, I needed to know what happened before I killed her. 
 
    Lain took over for me and the governor finally spoke. “We bound her and sent her back to the kingdom. We can’t afford a war right now and—” 
 
    “Didn’t she tell you that she was mine?” I asked, slapping the woman. “Didn’t she say…” I broke down in tears. “Didn’t she…” 
 
    “Y-yes, she said that she was representing you, but…” The governor started but seeing me as I was, all she could do was reach out towards me. But Lain and Merli stopped her. 
 
    I swallowed as the world seemed to spin around me. “Which way did you send her?” 
 
    “East! The main road, towards the gate. They would’ve stopped before reaching the gate to rest and feed the horses, so maybe she’s in Sphera or Clabia. At best, she might be reaching the gates about now. You still have plenty of time if you hurry my Monarch! I’m...so sorry! I never meant to—” 
 
    “If any of you have hurt her in any way, then expect hell when I get back!” 
 
    With that, I took on my unbound form, grabbed Lain and broke through the windows, rushing east. 
 
    We stopped by both cities which were thankfully small and asked all their inns. After that we hit the gates, almost literally; the guards bowed to me in my unbound form. That was it, that was all I had to do to claim my territory just to show them my unbound form. 
 
    Felna’s efforts were wasted and now she was gone! 
 
    We soared above the gates and swooped down low enough that we could see the carriages. Trade was still alive even though our territories were hostile, so finding the right one was almost impossible. Like picking out an ant with a red dot on its back. 
 
    Then as Lain wrapped her arms around me, we shared a glance and a sense of calm enveloped me. 
 
    It didn’t matter. I knew the palace well, better than most as I often used the hidden servants passages and back entrances. I knew exactly where to find the king and even if it was just me, I could kill him at any time. 
 
    There were rules in place for war and rulers but I wasn’t bound by them. I didn’t need to wait in my castle until some strange voice gave me permission to leave. I could go directly to— 
 
    “THERE!” Merli shouted, “That’s Camden’s markings!” 
 
    We landed in front of the carriage as Merli used a barrier to block out their arrows. Then she severed their reins with TK, causing the carriage to come to a stop in front of us. 
 
    The guards looked mortified as they leapt over each other to bow to me, seeking forgiveness for firing their arrows at me. 
 
    “Felna! Where is she!” 
 
    “AH!” A man yelled, leaping from the driver’s seat. “So you wanted to kill her. I told them that you would. She’s back here, please let me offer her to you, if it pleases you my Monarch!” 
 
    He took a key from his neck and opened a moderately sized chest. There, Felna lay bloodied and gagged. 
 
    I closed my eyes, thankful that she was alive as I turned to the man. “Who did this to her?” 
 
    “Me, a few of the guards and—” Those were the last words he ever said as I sent his head spiraling off into the distance. 
 
    I picked Felna up as if she were an ice-sculpture and removed her bonds. She immediately hugged me with her tiny arms as she cried incoherently. 
 
    Lain healed her, then she held her as well. I killed the rest of the guards, quickly for the most part though I did make a few of them suffer. 
 
    Then I cradled our pet as we flew back towards Camden. I held Felna up to my ear and she told us everything that'd happened to her. 
 
    After meeting with the governess, someone had read her status. They recognized her name and the next thing Felna knew she was tied up and roughly forced into a box. When she’d tried to reach out with her little fingers, they’d broken them by slamming the trunk shut until she pulled her hands back. Then, they beat her until she passed out. 
 
    Someone in the guards could read other’s statuses and that person had orchestrated this whole event. From what she described, she’d probably been hit with a paralysis dart or much less likely, a stasis spell. 
 
    Temporal magic was rare, especially among humans but these were the neutral lands, my lands! Our people outnumbered everyone else and had a much broader skill set. 
 
    Anger had seeped into my soul, mainly because if they could see her unfettered status like Illia could, then they had to see her relationship status as well. That should’ve been her golden aegis in the courts. Seeing that she was mine and Lain’s should've told them everything they needed to know about her. 
 
    No, we had a snake in the grass. A short-sighted fool who must’ve thought I was a lie. Or that Felna meant nothing to me. 
 
    Still, they hadn’t tortured or raped her, so maybe what the governess said held some truth. Maybe they just wanted her gone as quickly as possible so they could avoid war. 
 
    I held my petite princess in my arms as she shook like a leaf. Even though they hadn’t abused her, they’d still treated her like something less than sentient. A woman I loved was forced into a box, had her fingers broken and her face caved in by gauntleted fists then she was shipped back to the very place she’d risked everything to escape from. 
 
    I was a tiny bit mad and my curse was now screaming in the back of my mind. Something was going to happen soon and it wouldn’t be pretty. But for now, I held my little princess, healed and mostly intact as she cried against me. 
 
    From what I could interpret from her incoherent babel, she was just thankful to see us again. She thought that when she was locked in that chest, that, that was the end. She’d passed out from blood loss and her dreams were dark. 
 
    She dreamed about becoming a whore for the kingdom. She… She felt like she’d betrayed us, even though none of this was her fault and none of it happened. 
 
    We didn’t go back to Camden. We stopped in an unnamed hunter town and got a room. There, Lain and I slept with Felna between us as if she were our child. We soothed her, taking turns well into the next day to hold her close and comfort her whenever she woke up. 
 
    We had Merli buy us an extra day and we spent most of it in bed. We were all damaged goods, none of us had happy memories that could save us when our minds went dark. But we did have each other, and we were like family now. 
 
    Felna cried a lot, and Lain healed her then held her to her breasts. Then, I entered Felna, not like I normally would but slowly as Lain kissed her. 
 
    I’d been the only man that Felna had bedded that’d ever been able to truly fill her. So I did, but I did it so achingly slow that she moaned into Lain’s breasts, wrapping her dainty legs around her as she took me. 
 
    We both babied her, Lain presenting her inverted niples for Felna to suck and me, moving in slow long strokes as I reached around to rub her. 
 
    We made her come as many times as we could but it wasn’t about sex. It was about intimacy and treasuring our pet. 
 
    As my orgasm built, I began to slam myself against Felna’s womb. Lain turned her to face me as Felna brought her little hands up to hide her shame, but I pulled them away and kissed her. 
 
    I played with her tongue as Lain licked down her back, running her fingers softly down Felna’s spine until she parted her cheeks and gently rubbed her rear entrance. 
 
    Felna moaned into my mouth as Lain licked her fingers then Felna tightened around my shaft as Lain pushed herself inside her. 
 
    Holding her hand against her waist, Lain began to thrust into Felna from behind as I did the same. 
 
    This time, I came first but as I moaned, I pulled Felna against me and feeling my seed she came with me. 
 
    “I can feel her ass twitching around my fingers!” Lain said, coming with us. “It feels so good!” 
 
    I could also feel Lain’s fingers but the highlight of my orgasm was Felna’s happy face as she came between us. 
 
    I pulled her leg over my hip and stayed inside her, her contractions causing me to throb and grow harder. She leaned up and I kissed her again as she shook in my arms. As far as I know, I’m the only man she’s ever loved and our shared pleasure drove her to start again. 
 
    We didn’t eat that night, even though Merli had gone out of her way to buy us food. Lain and I just took turns with Felna, kissing, caressing and pleasing her until checkout, the next day. 
 
    We bought what supplies we could, then we were off again. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 73: Taking The Throne - Shtulls. 
 
      
 
    Felna was almost herself again, but she clung to me as we flew, her eyes constantly on mine whenever I looked down at her. She raised her robes and wrapped her legs around my waist as she moved lower. 
 
    She couldn’t take me in my unbound form but she’d taken a bit of me before. So I pressed up into her and she came as her entrance gave in. I squirted into her until she was full then the pressure of my seed filling her drove me out as we stained the distant landscape below. 
 
    I held her limp body in my arms, cradling her like a baby until she finally opened her big blue eyes and stared at me. She was so cute at that moment that I had to kiss her. 
 
    “Mmm, Shtulls…” She moaned as she reciprocated my feelings. “Thank you… Lain?” 
 
    I held Felna up until Lain could reach her and enjoyed the sounds and sensations as the two of them made out on my shoulder. 
 
    Felna was a large-eyed beauty, one that’d fought hard to earn our trust and I won't deny that Lain’s emotions played a large part in that. She showed me who Felna was and it was only through her eyes that I accepted her. 
 
    I was almost happy for a short time, then I remembered everything. 
 
    This time, when I landed in front of the governess’s manor, all the guards bowed low and the doors were opened in front of me. 
 
    The Governess met us in the lobby and bowed low, her attire skimpy and aimed at seducing me. 
 
    I sat Lain down as I eyed the rest of the room. This was a three tiered room where all the floors could look in. The second and third floors were absolutely filled with archers, magic archers and crossbowmen. It was a deathtrap, but they were all bowing. 
 
    I held Felna out in front of me, as she wriggled, red faced, until I let her down. 
 
    “You ignored her words and almost let her bleed to death in a chest. But you didn’t torture or abuse her. Who was the one that saw her status? Bring that person to me and maybe the rest of you will live.” 
 
    Two people were brought before us; bloody, bound and gagged. I’d like to pass judgement on them, but Illia was the one who could see other's statuses.  
 
    One was a younger-looking beastkin girl and the other was a wizened man with pointed ears dressed in a fine suit. Neither of them were human and even though I had them brought out, I really had nowhere to go from here. I really thought that it would just be one person. 
 
    Sighing, I waived my arm. “Put them in the dungeon but treat them well; no torture or starvation. I’ll return to them after our wifey gets back.” 
 
    “Your...wifey?” The governess asked, braving a glance at me. 
 
    “Yep, she’s able to—” 
 
    “She’s a Greater Lich,” Lain interrupted. “But, she’ll evolve!” 
 
    A number of people began to murmur as the governess gagged. 
 
    “Kay…” I said, patting Lain’s head now that she was shorter than me. “Thanks honey, but I wasn’t going to tell them that. I was only going to say that she’s able to see through statuses.” 
 
    Several people in the room balked a second time, for a different reason. How many spies do we have here!? Yep, this place is off limits until Illia gets back. There’s no way we can stay here, it would be like lying down in the lion’s den. 
 
    “Governess, let’s speak in your room. The rest of you can go back to what you were doi—” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 74: Nope - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    Merli caught a bolt with TK seconds before it hit me. 
 
    I watched in spin there in the air wondering how I’d find who it came from, but Merli had the answer. She turned the bolt around and launched it back the direction it came from, killing a young man where he stood. 
 
    The rest of the room was stunned, both at the assassination attempt and at how easily it was dealt with. I owe Merli my life now, well...probably. I have stone skin so it’s not like a normal bolt could kill me. 
 
    I took a deep breath then felt a white hot fury coming from Lain as the room filled with holy javelins, each pointed at every single person here. 
 
    I scooped up Felna as Merli put a barrier around us. Then, I waived it all off. 
 
    “Merli, let down your barrier.” I said,” Lain, take Felna and stay your holy arts.” 
 
    I stepped out into the center of the room, and held my arms up. I had a passive spell called Rage that amplified my physical abilities by the number of people that targeted me and I was going to use it. 
 
    Merli made a barrier around herself, Lain and Felna as I began to speak. “All of you, target me and fire. Use your best spells, poisoned bolts and whatever you can to kill me. This is the only time I’ll allow it. You won’t be punished for your efforts and if even one of you manages to scratch me, then I’ll even see to it that you’re promoted!” 
 
    Rage activated immediately as the governess looked up, mortified at how many of her people were now taking aim at me. 
 
    I haven’t been here, these people only know about me because a strange voice told them that I was their leader. So of course they had no real reason to follow me. To them, I was just a strange entity that showed up and made them cream their pants, so they were ready to defend their pride and probably angry about their laundry bills. 
 
    Arrows, bolts and spells rained down on me, glancing and skidding against my skin. To me it felt like when Merli scratched my back after a long day. It was almost pleasant and it tickled a bit. 
 
    But, as I turned around, I also noticed several arrows that Merli caught, hanging above the governess. 
 
    Huh, I guess I can trust her a bit if people are also trying to assassinate her. 
 
    “Do you see now?” I shouted. “I am no less than an emperor and several times more powerful than a king. And, you would need both, along with their heroes and generals to kill me. I cannot be poisoned,” I lied. “I cannot be overwhelmed and any common sense you have about how to kill a person doesn’t work here. Bow and serve, make an oath right here and now that you will give up all rights, rewards and titles in any other land or leave and never come back.” 
 
    There were murmurs for a while before they began to kneel and I was bombarded with light as their oaths became contracts. I’m guessing that there were a few innocent people with a spot of land here or there that didn’t want to give it up but the majority became mine. 
 
    I confirmed their markings while they still glowed and dismissed the rest, having them escorted out of the city. 
 
    Sorry, but the position of high guard within the governess’ manor is not a part-time job. 
 
    But did I believe that, that in any way drove off the assassins? Nope! 
 
    We joined the governess in her room and Merli set up a large barrier to protect us and our words. She took my hand and began cycling with me as I resumed my normal form. 
 
    I leaned over and kissed Merli’s cheek, thanking her for going all out for my sake before the governess collapsed onto her bed and screamed into her pillow. 
 
    She then rushed over to Felna and bowed to her, apologizing for everything she put her through. 
 
    “I messed up,” The governess said after a long minute. Her face was a mess as her tears destroyed her makeup and made thick black lines down her face. “I was just here to raise this city up and save it for when you got here but I never knew we had this many disloyal—” 
 
    “You’re a commoner, aren’t you?” Felna said, struggling free from Lain’s embrace. She walked over to the governess and raised her to a sitting position as she wiped the hair from her eyes. 
 
    “Yes…” The governess said. “Is it that obvious?” 
 
    Felna shook her head and knelt in front of the governess to look into her eyes. 
 
    Felna’s clothes were still bloody and she still had lines of dried blood and dirt going down her face from when she was beaten and locked in a chest. 
 
    Both of them looked bad, and that made them laugh. It wasn’t a happy laugh, it was more like ‘we both fucked up and here we are.’ 
 
    “I’ll help you,” Felna finally said. “What’s your name?” 
 
    The governess looked injured by that. “I see, I had you removed before I even… Aalis Caterina, a mutt, but my mother was a full-blooded succubus, so I have more traits from that race than any other.” 
 
    Felna reached her hand out and Aalis took it. “I’m Felna, just Felna now. I’m a combination of pure human, irregular gnome and giant. And I belong to Shtulls and Lain.” 
 
    Felna showed her status and Aalis balked as she realized that Felna was not a human, meaning that she belonged here. 
 
    “I-I’m so sorry!” Aalis said, bowing again. “I j-just heard your name and sent you away. The kingdom still trades with us, even though they also threaten us in equal measure. We have a delicate relationship with them but we depend on their supply of rice and grain. That’s why I thought—” 
 
    Felna raised Aalis back up and ran her small fingers along Aalis’ face, causing the woman to quiver. “I understand, but would you have my father receive my corpse?” 
 
    Aalis began to shiver now, understanding the gravity of her situation as Felna continued. 
 
    “Would you have my man and wives buried in grief? You almost destroyed your own city.” Felna said, before kissing the succubus mutt. “But I forgive you.” 
 
    Aalis sobbed against Felna’s shoulder as Felna looked up at me and Lain with a smile that never reached her eyes. That was when I knew just how terrifying our pet could be. 
 
    She’d twisted this woman around to the point of breaking, then forgave her. Aalis would never betray us again. She belonged to Felna now and she was in her debt for the rest of her life. 
 
    It was a surreal experience, seeing Felna like this. She was always so sweet and innocent with us, but she’d definitely been through some shit before. 
 
    “Shtulls,” Felna said, prying Aalis away. “Fuck her!” 
 
    “What!? Why?” 
 
    My response was obviously not what Felna expected. But, really, I’m more than a dong and I thrive on connections. I don’t want to screw anyone that I don’t care about anymore. It brings back bad memories of the past when I was alone even though I was with someone. Just having robotic, joyless se— 
 
    Lain slapped my back, knocking the air from my lungs and causing me to gasp on the floor. “Just do it, she needs it, look at her! Oops, Heal!” 
 
    The governess wore a transparent dress and sheer lingerie that hid nothing. She had long wispy hair that faded to gray in places but she was still stunning. She was still very beautiful like any succubus demi but she was at that crucial point in life where she had just passed her prime and her looks were starting to go. That meant she was probably twice my age, even though my looks hadn’t changed much from my twenties. 
 
    I picked her up and gently sat her on her bed before I stripped her and ripped off her panties. 
 
    “Wa—wait! I…” 
 
    “You?” I asked, leaning over her, my member hard as I pressed it against her opening. 
 
    “Are you sure?” She asked, sniffling. “I must be a mess right now and I’m too old to give you children anymore.” 
 
    She had crows feet and laugh lines but her body was that of a woman in her thirties. I freed her breasts and marvelled at them as Lain whistled behind me. 
 
    “How many children have you had?” I asked, massaging her breasts. 
 
    “Three, all daughters. T-two different husbands, both dead. Mmm, it’s been a while…” 
 
    As she arched her back, giving me better access to her breasts, I began kissing down her neck until I sucked her. To my surprise milk came out and I began to slowly push into her. 
 
    “What are their ages?” 
 
    “Oh!” She moaned, panting as she forced me down on her chest. “33, 27 and 18… Please, keep going!” 
 
    I parted her lower lips, moving in and out slowly to tease her. “Then why are you still milky? Are you a pervert, or were you a nanny?” 
 
    “B-both! Your lips feel so good right now! Suck me harder!” 
 
    I felt a slight drain from her but I was soon filled with an equal part of her mana. Unlike Lain, she knew how to cycle properly and to her it was automatic. She was free to enjoy everything but as she took my mana she convulsed, pressing me to her chest as my mouth was filled with her milk as she came, my shaft not even an inch inside her. 
 
    Feeling her pulsing sex around me, I drove myself into her to the hilt as her cervix kissed me. She felt good and tight as her insides stretched and struggled to fit me but my heart wasn’t in it. 
 
    Lain felt my plight and joined us, taking Aalis’ other nipple and running her fingers between Aalis’ legs and along her hood. 
 
    I reached over to Lain, and pulled her away from Aalis’ breast, putting my fingers into her mouth so she could feel Aalis and I cycling. 
 
    To my surprise, Lain’s mana joined in and the three of us were in perfect sync as I pumped myself into Aalis mercilessly. 
 
    Now that Lain had joined us, I could finally enjoy myself. The hot feeling inside of Lain’s mouth on my fingers as her tongue moved around them had me on the edge of coming. There was a vast pressure building at the base of my shaft that threatened to explode at any second. 
 
    I bent down and kissed Aalis for the first time, playing with her tongue as I throbbed inside her. 
 
    Then, right when I was on the edge, Felna opened her mouth, spreading her lips with her fingers. I pulled out of Aalis and shoved myself into Felna’s small mouth as she gagged. She accepted me down her throat and I unloaded everything inside her. 
 
    Her eyes watered and bulged but I could feel her swallowing, eagerly accepting my seed into her stomach as Aalis came from Lain’s fingers and Lain came with me. 
 
    When we were all done, Felna cleaned me with her tongue, then placed me back at Aalis’ entrance. 
 
    I pushed back into her and rode her orgasm down with her. Then when I began to go soft, her muscles began to milk me and I was hard again. 
 
    I went another three rounds like that, pulling out each time as Lain cycled with us and Felna took my seed until we were done. 
 
    I lay on the governess’ bed, pulling her on top of me as I inserted my still hard self inside her and rested. 
 
    I pulled her hair until her face looked at mine then I kissed her as I slowly thrust into her, moving her up my body until she rested on my shoulder. Then I began massaging her softly, hearing her soft moans in my ear. 
 
    “Oh god!” She said, pushing herself up. “I’d pay a fortune for that at a brothel, but you—” 
 
    “Ladies go to brothels!?” Lain said beside us. 
 
    “Yep,” I said, running my hand through Lain’s thick, short hair. “I even tried to join one once but… I’m overqualified. So I went to the pits instead.” 
 
    I felt Aalis clench around me again as she spoke. “You were a gladiator?” 
 
    “Not really, I was a pit fighter, though I did get the gladiator job from doing that.” 
 
    Aalis began moving her hips in soft circles on top of me as she reached her arm behind me and supported my neck and head. “Oh,” she moaned deeply as if savoring the feeling. “You’re my monarch, a gladiator and the biggest and most skilled lover I’ve ever had.” 
 
    “He’s not yours.” Felna said hoarsely. “He’s ours but if you're a good girl from now on, then maybe we’ll allow him to use you.” 
 
    So that’s what this was about. I’m the carrot. 
 
    But, honestly speaking, this was great for all of us, especially Lain. She was able to get practical experience about how breeding with a succubus usually works. 
 
    Relaxing a bit, I began to thrust into Aalis as her soft walls welcomed me. Then, as she panted in my ear, I was allowed to fill her. 
 
    It was a long slow orgasm, one that had me pumping softly into her but she felt it and came with me as if I were her husband. Still, though it was mild, it seemed to last forever as her soft folds milked me. 
 
    I was drained by now, so I was sure that I was only producing liquid and not swimmers but as Aalis arched her back and pressed her soft mound against my hilt, I felt good. 
 
    After that a mass cuddlefest insued, then I slept. Felna was my teddy bear and I woke up a few times as she yelped when I rolled over with her. But when I kissed her and held her tight, she held me back and cooed softly until we were both asleep again. 
 
    I awoke the next morning with a strange paradox. I was holding Felna tightly but I was buried in Aalis. The amount of maneuvering she had to have done to make this happen both astounded and impressed me. And to her credit I was already about to come.  
 
    She rocked her hips ever so slightly as she bit her finger to silence her moans. Her leg was over mine as she was crushing my base while doing her best not to wake anyone else. 
 
    I raised Felna’s robes and admired her body as I ran my hand down, playing with her perky nipples. 
 
    “My monarch, are you awake?” Aalis said, still grinding me into her insides. 
 
    A thrust was her answer and it caused her to grip me tighter with her leg. 
 
    I slowly raised Felna up as she tried to cuddle against me, until her beautiful sex was against my face. Then I raised her leg over my head and buried my tongue inside her before tracing her lips and finding her tiny hood. 
 
    She awoke with a moan and hugged my head as her legs wrapped me. A moment later she came, which drove me over the edge as I came in Aalis and Lain came by proxy.  
 
    Lain and Felna’s reactions were precious and Aalis’ work was finally rewarded. 
 
    Then we had to go. We all donned disguises. I wore my wailing mask and my tattered suit, Merli changed forms into a dog-eared girl. Lain wore the masque of lust and Felna became a black witch. 
 
    Aalis hugged and kissed each of us, dwelling longer on Felna and I but now, likely as Felna intended, Aalis was ours. 
 
    We would’ve stayed here longer but it wasn’t safe and Merli was already at her limit after maintaining a barrier all night. I felt a tinge of guilt as I watched her. She was almost dizzy as we stopped to pick up breakfast. And it only got worse until we were finally back in our room at the inn. 
 
    Normally Des would be here to help us cycle demonic essence but now she wasn’t. We did our best to feed each other but without Des’ purification, it was a pale imitation of what Merli needed. So we switched to cycling mana and that went much better but I was still mad at myself for not noticing Merli’s condition earlier. 
 
    Lain and Felna took our clothes and used the laundry service that the hotel offered, then they went off to find lunch. 
 
    I was awake and well, but Merli was shivering against me. Her mana regen was good but she’d been awake and aware for more than a day now. All I could do was feed her all the mana she could take and hold her close to soothe the symptoms of mana fatigue. 
 
    She went from being too cold to being too hot as I went from covering her and snuggling her to tossing off our blankets and wiping her body with a wet cloth. The whole time, I was cycling with her but this time, it didn’t seem to help as much. 
 
    Merli’s sick… This isn’t normal. 
 
    When Lain and Felna got back, I immediately had them leave again to fetch medicine for Merli. Humans have the highest resistance to sickness and disease and demons have the worst. In this place, so packed with people from all over, it became clear that Merli was ill. 
 
    I carried her over to the chamberpot and wiped her when she was done, but even after a few days, she didn’t improve and I realized that she was very ill. 
 
    Both Lain and Felna helped us out whenever they could and after trial and error they both arrived at the same place. The best apothecary in the city. 
 
    “It has to go up her, you know.” Felna said as I cuddled a shivering Merli. 
 
    Lain nodded and I softly parted Merli’s ample cheeks and placed the suppository against her puckered muscles. 
 
    I softly put it in but it came right back out. I did it half a dozen more times until I was hard, having remembered our time in the false safe-room. 
 
    “Do...it…” Merli said, remembering the same thing I did. Her breeding crest hadn’t activated but as I entered her birth channel I was met by her hot sticky wetness. She breathed out hot breaths but she was still suffering, so I pressed her medicine in once more, before switching behind her. 
 
    I used her juices and my saliva to enter her. And after pushing myself and the hard object that was her medicine inside her I stayed there as she gripped my hand hard enough to pop my fingers. 
 
    I held her like that until she fell asleep and I grew soft but, I still cuddled her all through the night and when the new day’s sun spilled through our window, she moved her hand back, and squeezed me until I was hard again. Then, gradually, I began thrusting into her until my seed joined her medicine and I pulled out, completely satisfied. 
 
    Merli shuddered in my arms then turned back to face me. Her soft, hot breasts melded to my chest. I kissed her, running my tongue along her lips and into her mouth as I protected our pillow from her horns. 
 
    “Sorry…” She said as she let me hold her. “I didn’t mean to—” 
 
    I rolled onto my back and pulled her on top. “No one does, just relax for today. You need your fluids and you need to recover.” 
 
    Her long shapely legs draped down along my waist as I covered us, running my hand down her back, massaging her until she fell asleep again. 
 
    Felna and Lain left at some point to join a pickup party for the dungeon, which left Merli and I alone at the inn. Lain had used cleanse but whatever was wrong with Merli couldn’t be cured by it. 
 
    I listened to Merli breathing on my chest as I felt her weight and heat on top of me. I smoothed down her sweaty hair and gently entered her again. 
 
    We were under a comforter so I couldn’t see her beautiful body but I could feel it. I could feel everything.  
 
    Finally, Merli spoke. “I think I’m pregnant…” 
 
    I knew nothing about demon pregnancies but hearing her say that made me happier than I’ve ever felt in my life. Then, reality crashed through my dreams and I had to fight the urge to scream. I wanted to yell it from the rooftops but I also wanted to hide it. 
 
    All I could do was hold her close. Then, we cried together for a while. Our emotions were so complex and… 
 
    I kissed her, as I brought her up to lay beside me. Staring into her inhuman eyes with their soft purple glow, I realized she was probably right. I folded her pillow like she liked then changed my mind and pulled her to lay on my arm as she continued to sob until she began to cough. 
 
    This woman, no, this beautiful demoness, would bring my children into this world. It was the contract we made but to us it was so much more by now. It was over a year of trying over and over again. It was our bonds and her history. 
 
    She’d basically given up everything to make this happen and until this moment, I wasn’t sure it was even possible. Sure, there were demon demis but they were rare and most were born from succubi or pure human pairings. I was something else, something that no one knew and after a year of trying with four women, I was even beginning to think that it was impossible. 
 
    But Merli, my sweet caring Merli, was going to be a mother. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me before we, you know with the medicine?” I asked as I wiped her face with a cloth. “Lain would’ve been on cloud nine.” 
 
    “Because,” Merli said, snuggling closer. “I wasn’t sure, but our crests are warm. They glow but they don’t hurt. It feels good and I feel good. Even though I still feel horrible.” 
 
    I looked at the pillar heart crest on my hand as it radiated a soft light.  
 
    For a demon, babies are extremely influenced by demonic essence. I’d heard that a lot, but now I could infer the rest. Our baby was draining her mana and feeding on her demonic essence. That just meant that I’d have to feed her more. This was our child and it needed both of us to form. 
 
    I scooped her up and moved to the floor before using Unbind and holding her again. Cradling her in my arms, I filled her with essence. As much as I could produce, I flooded her with it.  
 
    Her whole body relaxed as she sighed in contentment and closed her eyes. 
 
    Her soft breaths told me she was sleeping again. But all I could do was hold her, my warrior, my support, and the mother to my first-born. This was my privilege as the man she’d chosen and she trusted me this much. She’d only said ‘I love you’ a handful of times but she didn’t need to. She’d shown me her feelings every day. And even something as mundane as holding her, now seemed so to be so much more. 
 
    For the past couple days, I’d been through a gauntlet of emotions. Fear for Felna, anger, rage, lust, relief, concern and now, a soft, sweet happiness. I put my necklace on and covered us up as I leaned against the bed and let Merli sleep in my arms. 
 
    Looking down at her face with it’s placid expression, a sense of pride welled up within me along with a much deeper commitment to protect her and our child that she carried. Then, I began to nod off. It wasn’t that I was physically tired but I was emotionally exhausted, so until I pass out, I’ll continue to feed Merli my essence so our child may… 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 76: Happiness and Blood - Shtulls 
 
      
 
    I awoke to a noisy room. Lain and Felna were happily chatting as they cooked a meal in the fireplace. Merli was awake, though still nestled in my arms. She'd told them the news and I’d picked up on their conversation from there. 
 
    I immediately began cycling my essence and mana into Merli as she smiled the purest and most beautiful smile I’d ever seen her make up at me. 
 
    I raised her up and kissed her as Lain and Felna clapped for us. 
 
    It felt a little weird because I thought that Lain would be jealous but I could only feel happiness and excitement through our link. 
 
    At some point, maybe the two of them had taken on my mentality that I was too different to get anyone pregnant but now they had the proof they wanted. Merli’s crest doesn’t allow her to bed another and I’m obligated to fill her whenever she’s fertile. And now, both our crests were glowing. 
 
    We spent a month taking on pickup teams that all stopped around the thirtieth floor. Merli was able to move around now but she still had morning sickness and hellish fatigue. Demonic pregnancies were harsh and I could only imagine what my mother probably went through. 
 
    Either way, Merli was our homekeeper now. She shopped for our food, did laundry and knitted. Can you imagine it, a high demoness smiling softly as she knits clothes for our child… 
 
    “Shtulls!” Lain yelled. 
 
    I dodged the boss's overhand attack then leaped back as it sweeped its club along the ground. 
 
    I mean, Merli, that Merli, knitting… 
 
    I wiped a tear from my eye as I drew Des’ daggers and used them to scale the golem. I carved out its top core which killed its spellcasting abilities, then I jumped off and rolled away as Felna’s spell hit. 
 
    “Quagmire!” She screamed, turning the floor into muck. Then, she canceled her spell which rooted the three headed golem in place. 
 
    Lain brought out her massive two handed orichalcum flail and we were done. All the other two did was watch us with their jaws on the floor. But we've done this almost daily now for a month. It would be different if we always had the same pickup crew but we didn’t, so we had no clue about how to implement rando A and rando B into our attack strategy. 
 
    We went another ten floors, then split our loot and left. About every third time, the golem would have a neutral core and we always bargained to keep those. But we’d keep two random ones when it didn’t. As a result Felna’s Sad Warscythe was now an impressive artifact. 
 
    I’d customized it to fit her perfectly, it even fed off my regen when I was close to it, giving her the ability to stave off my curse almost as well as Lain. 
 
    The next day our pickup party had two familiar faces. 
 
    “OH! It’s Creepy and Arrows!” Lain said as she grinned at them. 
 
    Screth and Erin had formed a party because they worked well together. I shook their hands and noticed that Screth’s weapons were clean. Not as good as I’d like them to be, but he’d definitely been making an effort. 
 
    I patted him on the shoulder. “You need a wire brush, regular brushes won’t work on metal. But good job, your blades are smiling now.” 
 
    Screth looked like he ate a lemon but he nodded silently, accepting my praise. I wasn’t sure if he was the hero that Oblex was hiding from, but one thing was certain now. He was Calthen’s brother. 
 
    The brother of my master is my brother as well. He’s definitely taken a different path but he’s probably stronger than his brother was. But his mental damage is so pronounced that anyone can see it. Screth has lived a very hard life. 
 
    Erin on the other hand was the happy-go-lucky sort. Still it was nice to see their familiar faces and thanks to them we made our way to the tri-golem in record time. 
 
    They’d never worked with Felna before but Screth’s shadow magic made up for the lack of Merli’s support as he was able to teleport around with the same spell Des used to have, Shadowstep. 
 
    But he did look at Felna more than I’d like and I knew he could see other’s statuses. 
 
    We went another ten floors which was the usual cut off point but no one left. Perhaps it was the comfort of working with people you know or maybe it was just that we hadn’t really been challenged yet. But we all agreed to continue on, into uncharted territory. 
 
    The following floor was a trap floor and Screth’s abilities were the only thing that saved us from almost certain death. The traps here were clever and hidden with determination and a strong intent to kill. 
 
    Without Des or Merli, we would’ve died. But thankfully we had Screth and his abilities which triggered the traps and detected the pits. 
 
    “I feel it all, you know,” he said, falling to his knees. “37 times on this floor alone, I’ve died.” I knelt by him and gripped his shoulder as he shuddered in pain. “It hurts, it always hurts…” 
 
    But his sacrifices led us to victory over and over again as we moved on. 
 
    He was a mysterious person but he was obviously going all out for us now. We made it to the next boss room and took a break on the stairs. 
 
    We had an abundance of street food and a good amount of juices and drinks from different places. 
 
    So we all ate and toasted to our achievement of reaching a place no one had before. 
 
    “Hey, Erin.” I said, interrupting his laughter. “Let me see your bow for a few minutes.” 
 
    “Ah, okay. But it’s just a normal hunter’s bow.” 
 
    “Yep, that’s why I’m going to upgrade it.” 
 
    With a wide smile and a bit of curiosity, he handed me his bow and I got to work. 
 
    I could carve anything, metal, stone, wood; it didn’t matter but a bow was a delicate instrument. If I cut too deep, then it would snap. So rather than large, bulky cores, I embedded crystals into it and fed them with my mana. Erin didn’t have any mana, so he would have to find a caster of some sort to fill it later. Luckily services like those were common in and around the guild. 
 
    I just wanted to give us an edge before we embarked on this new room. Still, seeing Erin’s smiling face as he examined his bow made me happy. 
 
    His arrows would now be imbued with all four elements making them deadly to whatever they hit regardless of their strengths and weaknesses. 
 
    When we were all well rested and ready, we entered the boss room following Lain’s familiar “S-executioners go!” 
 
    But this boss wasn’t just a boss. It resembled Legion as the room filled with its energy. This boss was a series of bosses all linked together by a common will. 
 
    Statues, golems and traps, this room was insane. 
 
    We dealt with everything we could see, only to be bombarded by new threats that spawned where the old ones had fallen. It was a war of attrition and it didn’t seem to make a difference how many we killed. 
 
    Then, we began collecting their cores. That was what killed them. They stopped respawning only when we put their cores in our storage. Then, just as we’d cleared the final statue, the room grew cold and shifted, knocking us all on our butts. 
 
    Before us was a huge golem, made of everything. It had more cores than skin and its body was a fragmented mess. Spells filled the air as it pelted us with sentient rock. If we had Merli here, then this thing would’ve— 
 
    Screth yelled, his legs broken as a large windblade cut its way towards him. I used Unbind and Rage activated as all the cores targeted me. I stood in front of Screth and took the blow that was meant to end him as his eyes went wild. 
 
    Hatred activated and I made short work of the golem, then, things got awkward. 
 
    “Monarch! Y-you’re the freaking ruler!?” Erin yelled, holding his bow up. “You really were Shtulls and my bow has been touched b-by—” 
 
    “Shut it!” Screth said as Lain healed him. “How many silver-eyed heroes have you met before? It’s like he wasn’t even trying to hide who he was. You’re just late to the party. Still,” Screth paused, his ashen skin turning a shade redder than normal. “Thank you for saving me. You revealed your true self just to save my miserable life.” 
 
    I knelt by him and put my hand on his shoulder again as I spoke. “The brother of my master is my brother as well. You’re family to me and even though my master is dead, I would protect you in his place.” 
 
    Screth held his face in his hands as he doubled over and screamed. He called out his brother’s name ‘Calthen’ then he braced himself on me, as he cried it all out. 
 
    I was used to men’s cries by now. Mostly death wails; other times they just broke down. But Screth was my brother, so I hugged him tight and patted his back. Men are expected to fight and die but no one ever considers how they feel. Hell, I wouldn’t, but I owed this man something and he needed me. 
 
    Screth was just a man at the end of the day. And an incredibly depressed one at that with his brother’s death being the tip of the iceberg. I knew that Calthen was a noble but his death wasn’t in a dungeon, it was at a dinner-table. And Screth who’d always looked up to him was forced to flee. 
 
    Scottia Garreth, had to renounce his name and serve as an assassin just to live. And when the king went down his list, ‘Screth’ was his third choice. 
 
    I could feel his sadness seeping out from him as I saw Calthen’s face mirrored in his. 
 
    “Screth,” I said, still hugging him. “I accept you as my brother and I will always hold and protect you from anyone who would do you harm.” 
 
    His wails grew shrill as he ugly-cried against me. I didn’t enjoy holding men but this was different. He deserved to be cared for and without his family or his brother, it fell to me. He was my obligation and dammit, I would take care of what my master left for me. 
 
    Des and I bore Calthen’s legacy but a large part of that was Screth. And we’d failed him already. I never even knew that he existed but that was probably intentional. Nobles fight their own wars and more often than not, they hide their heirs so their legacy might bloom again. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, raising him up. “I’m proud of you. We only made it this far because of you. My master would be clapping by now.” 
 
    Screth’s face became a grimace as clenched his fist and bowed. “I, Scottia Garreth, renounce all relations and rewards from the kingdom! I bend my knee to Shtulls, The Monarch of Neutrality!” 
 
    Light surrounded us, then I knew that he was the ‘creepy hero’ Oblex was avoiding. Then again, Oblex was not a people person and… Let’s not overthink things. If I did that, then I never would've seen Screth for who he really was. 
 
    After that, Erin made the same gesture as he also vowed his loyalty to me. 
 
    I heard a ding as I received a notification. 
 
      
 
    ________________ 
 
    Neutral Hierarchy (Updated): 
 
    Shtulls Sendarl: Monarch 
 
    Lain: Champion 
 
    Oblex: Hero 
 
    Screth: Dimachaerus 
 
    ________________ 
 
      
 
    The hell is a Dimachaerus? 
 
    Screth must’ve heard the same ding, because he held his hand out to me, waving it. 
 
    “Kay…” I said, patting his shoulder again. “What do you want me to do here, brother?” 
 
    I noticed a ring and with much effort, I pulled it off. 
 
    Then, it wasn’t a brother I had, but a sister. She couldn’t remove her ring by herself and only a person with greater mana or her consent could remove it.  
 
    Screth was a woman, my master’s younger sister and she looked similar to the man I called brother. 
 
    Her skin was pale and her hair was long and black and her face was almost pretty. It had a noble bearing but her dead eyes still told a story of suffering.  
 
    I wasn’t ready to ask about it yet. But Lain snagged the ring and put it on, becoming… Me, with blue hair. Other than the face, she was almost a clone of me. Then she forced the ring onto my finger and I was a highly muscular woman with short hair, and fantastic breasts. I was like her but with larger boobs. 
 
    We laughed at each other for a while until Lain eyed Felna with a wolfelike expression and forced the ring onto her finger. 
 
    Felna was still cute but definitely not sexy. She had a long wizened beard and looked like every elder-gnome I’d ever seen before. Even the way she talked made us laugh. But, no matter what form she takes, she’s still adorable. 
 
    After laughing at each other for a while, Erin tried it on and wow, he made a fantastic lady. But our fun was done now. We still had a dungeon to plunge and I’d accepted Screth as my sworn sister. 
 
    As we went, I took every moment I could to find out more about her. Her ring was given to her right before becoming an assassin and it served her well in hiding her identity. The four of us were the first people, including herself, to see her in her normal form. 
 
    Screth had lived as a man for most of her life and having experienced the ring myself, I can say that its effects are physical and not an illusion. In other words, Lil’ Shtulls vanished… 
 
    Screth was an awkward person, especially now. She was tall and tended to hunch over but now that she had ample breasts, she didn’t know how to move anymore. Almost everything else about her was the same except that her face was softer, rounder and spoke of hidden beauty. 
 
    But, she was my sworn sister, so her sex appeal didn’t mean much. I was just happy, and a little proud to have her join us. 
 
    All in all, my neutral faction had taken: Me, a former hero. Oblex, also a former hero. Lain, a hero to be and Screth, the current hero. We also had the largest population and most of the craftsmen and artists. 
 
    This all happened without me and I still wasn’t versed in our government. But I began to realize just how vulnerable we were. We didn’t have gates around our territory and we were standing between the empire and the kingdom which meant that all wars would have to go through us. 
 
    We’d be involved in every foreseeable war from this point on. Ironically, that meant that we couldn’t stay neutral. 
 
    We had to choose between the kingdom’s deception and numbers or the empire's strength and tactics. A rock and a hard place. 
 
    Though I’d promised Felna we’d free her father and take him to a dungeon so he could finally say what he wanted to, the empire was the better choice right now. They were still without a leader and were unable to declare wars or make big moves yet. 
 
    If we threatened the kingdom right now, then we’d lose a valuable trading partner and the bureaucrats would suddenly start eyeing our goods, services and people, then they’d remember how a quill works. 
 
    But by taking Oblex and Screth, we’d definitely delayed them again for a while. I bet there will be a rebellion soon and this time the king doesn’t have a hero to threaten them with. We’ll still need his body if I’m to keep my promise with Felna. And it’s not like it makes a difference who’s king. They’re all just puppets and they all act the same once they’re in power. 
 
    “Shtulls!” Screth yelled as a large blade skidded against my stone skin. 
 
    “Huh?” I asked, lopping the head off an attacking statue. “What is it, sister?” 
 
    “Uh… Nothing, I guess.” 
 
    Now that I was in my unbound form, this dungeon had run out of tricks to play on me. Even without Rage being activated, I could withstand a spell from Oblex. So, what was once a difficult trial had instead become a training opportunity. 
 
    Felna practiced her earth magic and Lain used her gift from the holy dungeon. 
 
    Lain’s gift was a spell that leveled up slowly. An evolving spell that would someday lead to letting her create a light elemental. It was also the next to last light spell she’d needed to become a Paladin. But right now… 
 
    We watched the light wisp as it meandered around the room, not doing much but providing light. The animated statues in the room would occasionally swat at it with their weapons but because it wasn’t damaging them it was a low priority target. 
 
    The Light spell was way better as it didn’t wander away but the wisp was kinda cute in its own way and it did create good opportunities for Screth to get a backstab or Erin to get in a shot. 
 
    Of course backstabbing living pieces of marble doesn’t do much damage and arrows even if they’re infused with magic still glance off but this was training now. If we were being practical then Lain and I just would’ve killed everything. 
 
    But when Screth and Erin got tired, Lain would dual wield two handed flails. Marble and stone have a real weakness against blunt objects, especially when they’re wielded with skill by the strongest woman that ever lived. 
 
    When we got to the next safe-room, I noticed Screth frowning as she looked at her favored dagger. 
 
    “May I see it?” I asked. 
 
    Screth sighed and handed it to me. 
 
    The tip had broken off at some point and it had burs and chips all along its blade from hitting stone. Screth had to stop using her zweihander after the blade warped and now almost all her weapons were in terrible shape. But this dagger seemed to be the thing she dwelled on. 
 
    I regretted that I never picked up the blacksmith job. But it's not like I can carry a kiln, forge and anvil in my storage and we hadn’t stayed in any one place long enough for me to apprentice somewhere. Hell, we haven’t stopped delving for even a day other than for health reasons. 
 
    “Lain, let her use your old one handed flails and maces, please.” 
 
    “No! That flail—” 
 
    “Not that one, honey. Your second mithril flail. And maybe your second steel Mace.” 
 
    “Oh,’ Lain said, kissing my cheek. “Okay then!” 
 
    She gave Screth her redundant weapons and I went to work on Screth’s dagger until it became an exercise in futility. 
 
    “Do you have any other weapons?” I asked my sister. 
 
    Screth shook her head with a slight frown. 
 
    “What about metal, like armor, pots and pans, anything you don’t need like that?” 
 
    Screth nodded slowly and handed me a very familiar piece of armor. It was my helm when I was the hero. Luckily I had no good memories from those times, so to me it was just a big hunk of mithril. 
 
    I laughed a bit as I melded it around the remnants of the dagger like clay. 
 
    I’d pawned it, so the kingdom had to spare the time, personal and money to track it down. Then they gave it to a person who didn’t use heavy armor just so they could give it back to me and I could destroy it later. Ah, bureaucracy at its finest, not a penny wasted, no sir. 
 
    I reformed the dagger using the mithril to fill in the missing parts, then I embedded dark crystal fragments wherever I could. It wasn’t pretty and it wasn’t sharp but it was enchanted… Yeah, it was a wand now, sorry but I’m not a blacksmith! 
 
    I did my best to sharpen and polish it afterwards but without an enchanted millstone, mithril doesn’t sharpen well. So I borrowed Screth’s scabbard and just made sure it fit into it. 
 
    It wasn’t my prettiest work but with one trip to a skilled blacksmith it could become one of the finest daggers to have ever existed and not a lump of enchanted metal as it was now. 
 
    Still, Screth smiled sweetly at me as she received it, then we all ate Lain’s home cooking which filled our mouths with fat and nestalgia. Then we slept, or they slept. 
 
    With only Felna’s mana, Lain and I had to get ourselves to the brink first. Then, with one long thrust I pushed in, feeling her hot wetness and came. I was able to feel her muscles spasming around my shaft as her powerful legs gripped me and her toes curled before I had to pull out. 
 
    After Lain leveled up to Paladin, her mana consumption increased. But I was able to feel her make a real effort this time to cycle with me like the governess had. Soon, we might be able to have sex with Des’s help alone as she produces neutral mana. Lain’s holy mana was still mostly incompatible with me… 
 
    I was sad to see my seed spilling on her stomach, especially knowing how much she wanted to be a mom. But seeing Felna lick it up made me happy in some twisted way. 
 
    It still felt weird, having sex in a tent. It’s not like the fabric wall kept out—Aah! 
 
    I saw a bloodshot eye peering in at us and Lil’ Shtulls shrank. But thankfully it vanished almost as soon as I noticed it. 
 
    “You’re such a good girl, Felna…” Lain said as she pulled Felna up her naked body and kissed her, tonguing her mouth as the two of them shared my seed. 
 
    Lain stripped Felna and put the small woman between her legs. “Shtulls, reward our good girl for her services. Make her come for me!” 
 
    Lain held Felna’s ankles giving me a good view of both their openings. Felna’s short, petite form always looked best when she was bent or spread and the sweat that dripped between her tiny breasts as well as the wetness of her sex made me want to lick her. 
 
    So I did. I started from her small clavicles and journeyed down to her nipples, nipping, biting and sucking the whole time. I licked her thoroughly, enjoying her moans and occasional giggles when I found a sensitive part. Then once I licked down the entirety of her legs, I focused on her hood, her lower lips and her jewel. 
 
    I had confidence in my skills here. Maybe Cirice or Des was a little better but I’ve never failed to get a woman off with my mouth. 
 
    Felna was always into women. Lain had gotten there due to trauma but women were Felna’s preference. I think love and sex appeal all boil down to two things. Desire and a connection. Felna had found both in Cirice but Cirice had rejected her, severing their connection. 
 
    Lain had technically taken Felna’s virginity with her fist. But I was the first person that was able to feel pleasure with her. And now we craved each other. 
 
    “P-put it in me!” Felna said in a small voice. “Fill me! Tell me I feel good!!” 
 
    Her words made me smile, so I kissed her as I slowly worked my way inside her. 
 
    “You feel so damned good,” I whispered into ear as I drove half my length into her. “You’re so tight and ready! I’m already fighting the urge to fill you with my seed and make you a mommy.” 
 
    “Aa~ah!” Felna moaned, trying to close her legs but Lain held them tightly, spreading them farther as I began to drive myself into Felna in hard, long strokes. 
 
    Felna’s small cries turned into loud moans as my tip kissed her gates and her small arms clasped behind my neck, pulling me down to kiss her and savor her lips and tongue. 
 
    I could feel that eye again, watching us but I didn't care anymore. I’d stretched Felna, filling her like no one and nothing had before until she was my shape. Felna’s insides belonged to me, and I’d paint them white. 
 
    She moaned into my mouth as her whole body shook and I came. It was a moment of pure ecstasy and release as her insides buckled under my pressure, allowing me to fill her womb. 
 
    She bit my lip as her hands held me in a deathlike embrace. She was a screamer but she was trying her best to be a good girl right now which meant that she drew blood as she bit me. 
 
    It took me a while to warm up to Felna but I’ve never looked back since. It’s almost like she was made for me and now she was a person I never wanted to let go of. Of course I realize that half of those emotions are Lain’s but even at only half… She was just too cute and felt too good to ever give up. 
 
    Felna’s body shook and quivered between Lain and I and feeling Lain’s sensations as she came with me almost had me filling Felna again. Lain let Felna’s ankles go and the little vixen wrapped her legs around me, her hips still rocking against me as...she passed out. 
 
    This happened every now and then with her. She’d basically hyperventilate then lock down on me in every way she could. She was still very affected by what she’d been through with Cirice and Chad. 
 
    But the solution was always the same. 
 
    I rolled over with Felna attached to me like a seamen tick and gently ran my fingers through her hair and over her back until she relaxed. 
 
    I wasn’t soft yet, so I stayed inside her for a while. I didn’t exactly want to pull out, so I enjoyed this more than I should, even though I knew it came from a place of fear. 
 
    Lain leaned up on her elbow and gave me a fantastic view of her breasts as she joined me in petting Felna. 
 
    “She’s so cute!” Lain said like a doting mother. “Thank you for letting me keep her.” 
 
    After Des, Lain came to know two things. One, that I was well and truly in love with her, and two, she could have as many ladies as she wanted as long as we shared them. 
 
    Succubi are bisexual by nature, taking in mana from whoever they can. But Lain was a farm-girl, raised by Aundre. She never got the succubi education.  
 
    I had mixed feelings about that. She’d had a few sexual encounters before me but only one man was able to take her virginity, even though he lost his life in the process. The rest of her lovers could best be described as makeout partners. 
 
    But none of that mattered now. She and I were linked so deeply that we were almost the same person. She was far more optimistic than me and I was much more of an introvert. But Screth’s ring showed us the truth. Even physically, we were similar. 
 
    I kissed Lain, even though I was still inside Felna. And as our tongues found each other, Lain’s hand wrapped around my neck, pulling me closer and I was home again. Lain felt like long days in still pastures or a soft bed with warm blankets to cover you at night. 
 
    Even though she was draining my mana, every part of her fed me. She was giving so much more than she ever took and I only needed to look into her eye to know that she loved us to the point that she’d die for us. 
 
    My love for her wasn’t healthy but it was always returned two-fold. We would often talk about everything. Things that made most couples uncomfortable but at the end of the day, we each had complete ownership over each other. I know it doesn’t make sense, but to us it did. 
 
    So feeling her, caressing, touching and tasting her brought me more pleasure than sex ever could.  
 
    ...We used the passed out Felna as a proxy between us. If either of us came, we’d both come. And Felna had consented to this right from the start. Des also consented so with these two, we could do what we wanted. 
 
    We gently cradled Felna between us as I began thrusting into her again. Lain moaned, feeling the sensations of Felna’s insides as they ground against my girth. I kissed Lain, playing with her breast as I ran my thumb along her nipples. 
 
    I wanted her so much, but we couldn’t do it again yet. That painful longing made me thrust into Felna harder and harder until she woke up, gasping as she realized what was happening to her. 
 
    Lain bit her shoulder as I began to twitch inside Felna. Overwhelmed, Felna hugged me tightly and then we all came together. 
 
    This is wrong! This is bad! This is using a person! Yeah, I had thoughts like those, but the fact is, we all loved it. Is it wrong if everyone involved enjoys it? Is it bad when Felna’s womb swells enough that she looks pregnant the next day? 
 
    No, this was a Tuesday and Felna deserved to get what she wanted. So did Lain. 
 
    We all fell asleep wrapped together, uncovered and in a hot tangle of limbs. 
 
    What I awoke to the next morning was a beautiful sight. Lain was cleaning Felna with her tongue being careful not to enter her but as Felna’s eyes found mine, she reached out for me and I kissed her. 
 
    She hugged my head into her tiny breasts as she came, then Lain and I cuddled her until we were ready to move on to the next floor. 
 
    To our shock and awe, Erin had cooked us all a grand breakfast. 
 
    Sausage, rashers of bacon, a heap of scrambled eggs topped with cheese and hard bread toasted in bacon fat to soak everything up with. 
 
    It was as if Aundre himself was here, cooking for us in his frilly apron. Only my Devil-cook could have done better. 
 
    “You cook like my daddy!” Lain said as she devoured what was on her plate. 
 
    “Your daddy?” Erin asked with amusement. “I think we’ve already aired everything, so who’s your daddy and what does he do?” 
 
    I went to stop her but I didn't make it in time.  
 
    “Aundre, he’s a farmer now.” Lain spouted as all our eyes turned to her. 
 
    “Aundre The Golden Shield!” Erin practically screamed. “My father was Aaron The Iron Bow!” 
 
    “Ah! Both our dads were heroes!” Lain yelled, running over to Erin. “Dad always told me about his team. I’m sorry, Erin…” 
 
    “It’s okay Mrs. Lain.” Erin said as he took her hands in his. “He died as a hero.” 
 
    Oddly enough I felt no jealousy, even though when any masculine entity touched Lain even in passing, it would make me bristle up. But no, no jealousy here, Erin was fine. Maybe he had no intentions to bed Lain. 
 
    “Aaron the Iron Bow!” Felna said, finally catching up on the conversation after she stopped being mesmerized by her food. “Really!?” 
 
    “Really, really.” Erin said, plucking his bow. “I can’t say that I’m anywhere near as skilled as my father but I like to think that I’m okay.” 
 
    Erin took Screth’s ring from his storage and equipped it for no reason. “So,” he said, eyeing me, “how do I look?” 
 
    His light armor suppressed his massive breasts. He had the large strong arms of an archer but his tanned skin and soft supple face showed true beauty. He also had ears that ended in soft points. 
 
    “Wood-elf…” I said, trying my best not to look at him. 
 
    “Bingo, my Monarch! My father was Aaron of the Iron Bow and my mother was a wood elf.” He took the ring off and his ears returned to normal. “It’s weird, isn’t it? Why are my ears so much better when I wear Screth’s ring?” 
 
    “I got no clues homie, but—” 
 
    “But you look so much cuter as a woman!” Lain said, crashing through everything I wanted to avoid saying. 
 
    He spoke with Screth for a while, asking permission, then he put the ring back on, becoming the sexiest wood-elf I’d ever seen. But I was well aware that he was a man, so Lil’ Shtulls remained at...half mast. 
 
    Why!? Why, Lil’ Shtulls? That’s a man! Calm yo roll, son. 
 
    But after eating Erin’s cooking and listening to his musical voice, we continued. 
 
    I was now well aware that our team consisted of estrogen enabled individuals. I was seeing booty and buttcheeks as often as side-boobs. My curse was constantly on the verge of doing something that I’d probably regret forever. 
 
    Screth knelt in front of me, showing things that she probably never meant to as Erin drew his bow, careful of his tender breasts as he aimed. 
 
    FUCK! 
 
    Erin wasn’t gay and I wasn’t about to go down that path and Screth was my sworn sister. True there was no blood there but it was still awkward. 
 
    Eye-candy. That’s what it all boiled down to. Honestly speaking, Erin was so damned beautiful that it distracted me. But he was definitely just a normal dude. Screth on the other hand was awkward and frightening but she was pure and focused. 
 
    And in their complete lack of modesty, they both revealed themself to me multiple times. Boxers or briefs? Screth had never heard of undergarments as they wore nothing. Bras? What are bras? Are they tasty? Erin didn’t care. 
 
    I had so many quickies with Felna that now she walked with a cute little limp. Despite all the distractions, we cleared the next ten floors and made it to the safe room. 
 
    Felna was spent, that meant that Lain and I could only snuggle now. 
 
    I felt that same eye looking in at us and I reacted! I’d tied our tent loosely so my hand could reach through the straps. 
 
    The person I caught surprised no one. 
 
    “Screth,” I said, letting my sworn sister go. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Watching.” She said dryly. 
 
    “I know that,” I said, fighting my urge to facepalm. “I mean, why?” 
 
    “Because I like it.” 
 
    “...” 
 
    “...” 
 
    I got my sister in a headlock. “That’s not a good enough reason!” 
 
    Screth slipped through my arm and shoved me. “You liked it too!” 
 
    “...” 
 
    “...” 
 
    We both began to laugh. There was no reason for it but we did. 
 
    “Screth, I don’t like that name.” I said after a while. “I hereby name you Scottia Garreth Sendarl and formally take you as my sister.” 
 
    I was expecting a ding but I got an answer instead, as Scottia spoke up. “Refused. My brother was Calthen Garreth and I don’t deserve my name anymore. My hands are dirty and my dirt shouldn’t stain my family or your legacy. Just call me Screth.” 
 
    “Ahh, I get it, I really do but at least take my last name. You couldn’t stain my legacy any more than I already have. My curse can get really bad sometimes and it makes me do, well… A lot of things, usually with my dong.” 
 
    “Then…” Screth pondered while looking at my crotch. “Screth Sendarl...that might be okay.” 
 
    I nodded and we got the update. 
 
    “Now then, I’ve been dying to ask you.” I asked, “what the hell is a Dimachaerus?” 
 
    “My subclass after Hero and Assassin. It’s because I'm ambidextrous and use two blades. Though I can also use most weapons pretty well, I favor my dagg—er, I did favor them. I guess for now I’m using two flails and a wand.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s… Isn’t that a gladiator class?” 
 
    Screth shrugged as she continued staring at my crotch. It was then that I realized I wasn’t wearing pants. 
 
    “Whelp...I’m going back into the tent.” 
 
    “Can I wat—” 
 
    “No!” I said, giving her a small smack to the back of her head. 
 
    “Tch!” 
 
    Not that there was anything to see, Lain just covered us with our comforter and we passed out. Sleeping in Lain’s embrace always puts my soul at peace but my dreams were not peaceful. 
 
    “DES!!” I called out after my nightmare. 
 
    Please let it all be a dream! 
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